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 Introductions






Her name was Amanda. John had her pegged for
mid-twenties and a local, but she told him that she was from out of
town and her fellow convention goers had left her behind at the
hotel. There was no news of a convention in town, but then again he
hadn’t been much of a newspaper reader since the funeral.

“What kind of convention is it?” he asked,
adjusting his sports jacket nervously.

“I don’t want to say. It’s embarrassing,”
Amanda looked away.

“Come on,” John pushed, “You have me
intrigued.”

She lowered her voice and put up her hand to
mask her lips, as if somebody might read them from across the room.
“It’s a sex toy convention.”

He nudged closer to her on the bar stool,
“Really?”

She took a drink and smirked, “Really.”

“You don’t look like the type who would be
in that type of business.”

“And what type is that?” she teased.

John held his breath as if to stifle his
words but instead risked it, “You know, the bad girl type.”

“Well, maybe I’m a bad girl on the inside
and a good girl on the outside?” She looked down and adjusted her
travel suitcase with her heel.

His curiosity piqued, John had to ask. “So
tell me, Amanda, what do you have in the suitcase down there? Are
those, uhm, samples from your convention?”

Her eyes lit up and she licked her lips,
“John, I was afraid you would never ask. I could show you if you
want.”

“You know,” the middle-aged man pulled his
shoulders back and drew a deep breath, “I happen to live less than
a block from this bar, if you need someplace more private to open
that suitcase.”

The beautiful brunette twisted the stir
straw from her drink seductively over her tongue. For a moment her
smile faded and then reappeared as she discarded the plastic rod on
the bar counter. “Okay, John. Show me this place of yours.”

He took Amanda by the arm and escorted her
smugly from the bar before the jealous eyes of the male patrons.
But if he had known what was truly in the suitcase, John Kinsley
would have run for his very life.



Part I - Wife’s Wicked
Warm-Up






The seventh
night






It was six months prior to
when John Kinsley stepped from the bar with the mysterious
conventioneer Amanda. Outside the last straggling dark black leaves
fell from the trees as the mid-December wind cut through the
hillside community. The McMansions had sprung up about ten years
prior shortly after the golf course was built. Then came the
country club and the township ordinances that buffered the well to
do neighborhood from undesirable homes being built nearby and
helped retain their grossly inflated property values.

The people who bought into
this quaint plastic community were the typical white suburbanite
types. The husbands worked in the city in the finance district or
at the advertising agencies or occasionally ran some of the small
businesses in the area. The wives ran the homes and gossiped
amongst themselves and found new inventive ways to torture each
other through home owner association meetings. That was when they
found time between their power walks, little league soccer games,
and shopping binges, of course. The helmet adorned kids rode safely
on their bicycles on quiet streets, threatened only by their older
siblings who drove maniacally though the isolated housing
development in their hand-me-down BMWs and graduation Priuses.
Roxburn Heights was a hot bed of normalcy with a moderate helping
of pretentiousness.

Each street had its own
story to tell and its own deviations from the norm; Fristelser
Court was no exception. The cul-de-sac had five beautiful homes in
Home Owner Association approved pastel color combinations, one of
which belonged to the Stanwick family. Jennifer Stanwick, the
nineteen year old daughter had escaped off to college for her
freshman year leaving her parents, Ben and Carol, alone together
for the first time in years.

Now on typical nights the
forties couple would have been typically tucked away on opposite
sides of their king sized bed. But that mid-December night and the
week preceding was unusual for them and would have surprised both
Ben and Carol had they been told what was to come. Somebody from
the outside of the house might have only seen a faint glow like
that of a television creeping through the Venetian blinds of the
side window. Their neighbors were not only ignorant to the activity
that was taking place on the second floor of the Stanwick house on
that winter night, but were clueless to the fact that six months
later one of them would be dead.

The office was illuminated only by the
bright images that emanated from the computer monitor. The sounds
of the room were subdued moans that came from the computer
speakers, tiny pangs from the spring-back computer chair, and
stifled squeals of pleasure from a housewife who had one hand
buried between her legs and another on the wireless mouse.

Carol felt her wetness all
along her own fingers and dripping down the inside of her thigh
only to be caught by the fabric of her terry cloth robe. If anyone
were to turn on the light they would have seen her neck red and
face completely flushed. She pulled her fingers away from her mound
right before her last orgasm could peak. Yes, the dirty scene
flashing across the computer screen had certainly put her back in
the mood again and it was time to head to the bedroom and her
patiently waiting husband. She logged off the computer so Ben would
be unable to see what she had been masturbating to and then walked
quickly to the doorway where she found her husband slowly stroking
his cock on the bed.

“How was your warm-up tonight?” he
asked.

Carol smiled widely, “It
was so hot, that I had to ‘warm up’ three times, if you know what I
mean.”

“I was wondering what was taking so long.
Are you ever going to tell me what has you so turned on?”

“That wasn’t part of the
deal,” she taunted, “but this was…” She pulled her robe off,
exposing her naked body as she climbed onto the bed and onto her
waiting man. Much like the other nights, there was no foreplay
involved. He was hard, she was wet, and husband and wife were once
again happy. She went to turn off the light when Ben stopped
her.

“Don’t- I want to see you
tonight. You look especially sexy,” he complimented. He meant it
too. Carol was a stereotypical suburban housewife who worked out to
stay in shape. She wasn’t a hard body like some of the women at the
gym but she certainly wasn’t fat. Unlike a lot of the younger girls
who frequented the gym in full make-up and long nails, Carol went
there to actually exercise. She rode the stair master for thirty
minutes then worked the lighter settings on the circuit machines.
Ben admired her perfect ass, toned thighs and flat belly. She had a
substantial D cup that –when she was heavier- seemed to match her
larger frame. Now that she had trimmed down her body was
phenomenal; it was difficult to believe that after all these years
of marriage she was looking sexier than ever. That night she was
completely naked, ready to mount his stiffness with a look of
passion she hadn’t expressed since they were dating.

“Okay, we can do it with
the lights on,” she replied. She needed it hard tonight and
anything to keep things moving would be fine with her. She grabbed
Ben’s rod and slipped it into her waiting hole. Easing down his
length she closed her eyes and ground on his body, feeling the
penetration deep up inside of her. She couldn’t tell him what she
was thinking, but it got her worked up while riding on top of her
husband. She pictured herself in the sex scene she just watched and
felt white hot between her legs as her husband grabbed her ass in
his hands.

For years his wife had been
a frustration. Easy on the eyes but a cold fish in bed. The guys
would make half jokes about what a hot piece she was and Ben lied,
describing Carol as a tiger in bed. What did he have to lose?
Besides, when a man describes his hot looking wife as not putting
out, everyone automatically assumes it’s the husband’s fault. But
it wasn’t his problem she was so boring in the sack. It was
Carol’s fault that he had
to step out of their marriage for some physical satisfaction,
however. Look-but-can’t-touch was what was supposed to happen at
dance clubs, not in your bedroom.

But now Ben was so happy
things had finally started happening in the bedroom again. Since
his secret affair ended two years ago their infrequent sexual
activity had dropped off to being almost non-existent. Carol never
found out but there were days that she seemed to know
something – that damnable
women’s intuition that kicked in at inconvenient times.

He was sure that nobody at
the country club had said anything and Tina, his young fuck-toy,
was too dumb to try to blackmail him. But the youthful blonde girl
was getting attached and started calling him on his cell phone when
he was home. He was going to miss the sex but not her emotional
baggage. Hell, he wasn’t even sure why he was spending so much time
with her in the first place. She was barely old enough to drink and
even that she couldn’t do. “Doctor’s orders” she would tell him,
whatever the hell that meant.

So with the relationship
finally winding down, Ben decided to set up a fun party for him and
his best friend, John Kinsley. It was just to be the three of them;
a going away treat for the married men who worked so hard. When she
told him ‘no’ on their last night together, Ben realized she needed
a little motivation to get her going, a little something to slip in
her drink that he had picked up from a buddy a few weeks back. He
had used a jimmy here and there and found it made women a little
more pliable not to mention more forgetful.

But Tina remembered
everything – more than an inconvenience for Ben. After that, it was
time to break things off and he did it when she was home nursing
yet another cold. Tina took the whole incident poorly to state the
obvious and when she came back to work rumors started to pop up
that she was sleeping with a married man. The stupid bitch couldn’t
keep her mouth shut and Stanwick and Kinsley figured it was only a
matter of time before their ‘last night’ started circulating as a
rumor as well. Ben couldn’t have that and, thanks to some prodding
from his buddy John, she was fired from her job at the country club
and finally out of the picture. After a couple of calls, Tina
vanished from the scene.

So now he was going back to
the same old hum drum with Carol. He still managed to find a hottie
to play with while on the road, but then the budget cut backs at
work started in and Ben’s business trips dropped off to less than
two per month. Tina was gone, his occasional escapades on the road
were curtailed, and Carol was her typical lifeless self. His sex
life had certainly dried up in a hurry. He was a man forced to pay
attention to his wife if he ever wanted to get some relief from
anything other than his right hand. But Ben’s plan to get Carol
more in the mood seemed to work this time; so much so that he was
having a difficult time keeping up. His wife had become a tigress
in bed who initiated things all week long. He was finally coming
around to the idea that putting some effort into his marriage was a
good idea after all.

Carol leaned over and
rubbed her tits along his chest, grabbing onto his neck as Ben
passionately kissed her throat and shoulders and up toward her
waiting mouth. Their bodies were intertwined like lovers who had
not seen each other in months, yet this was the sixth night in a
row that they had together making love with each evening turning
the heat up even more.

The housewife jumped off
her husband and got on all fours, waving her ass to tempt him. “Now
do me from behind, Ben. I need it hard tonight.” He didn’t protest
and climbed into position behind his sexy wife, sliding his cock
into her waiting hole. He pumped into her and she rolled back to
meet each thrust as his balls slapped lightly against her
pussy.

“Oh yeah, spank my ass while you fuck me!”
she moaned. It was her first time in their entire marriage she had
talked dirty to her husband and she could barely believe the words
were escaping her own mouth.

“Wow! What’s gotten into you?” he asked,
moaning and groaning as he jogged his hips faster.

“Shhh!” Carol said, “Don’t
talk. Just fuck me. Fuck me harder and spank my ass now!” Ben
complied and she yelped as the slap of his hand on her cheek
cracked loudly through the room. She commanded him to do it more as
she closed her eyes and drummed up the images in her mind that she
had masturbated to earlier. Oh, that’s
better! she thought, The mind truly is the greatest sex organ. It only took some external stimulation to bring hers to life
and it was even hotter knowing that Ben was clueless as to the
wicked things that went though her imagination.


One week prior






“I don’t want to watch some
stupid porn movie, Ben!” Carol snipped. “It’s
embarrassing!”

He looked at her in exasperation, “Hello?
We’ve been married for over twenty years, taken showers together,
and done all sorts of sex things together, so why wouldn’t you do
this one little thing?”

“We’re married. I shouldn’t
have to look at other people having sex. You should be enough for our
relationship, don’t you think?”

“That’s the problem, I’m not enough for you
apparently. Nothing puts you in the mood anymore. I’ve tried
romantic getaways, candles, all the foo-foo stuff. At this point
I’d be happy to have you excited about anything.” It wasn’t the
first time her husband had said this and each time it was painful
to hear.

Carol rested her head in
her hands at the edge of the bed, her frustration building and a
cry coming on. “That’s not fair. The problem isn’t you
or me. It is just
us. We don’t have any
time with each other and I’m tired and I just don’t have the energy
for sex at the end of the day.”

“So what do you suggest? Have sex once a
month. Or a year?”

“I don’t know…” she sniffled.

This argument had been
going on and off since the arrival of their daughter Jennifer
nineteen years ago. No time, no sex drive, no interest. It was all
mixed together in that thing called marriage as the two struggled
on and off to stay connected with each other. Carol always told Ben
(and convinced herself) that things would be better once their
daughter vacated the house. She complained about fatigue, the thin
walls, and the embarrassment of having their daughter hearing them
having sex; all of these things that would vanish once college
started and Jennifer was at the dorms.

Well college had started
and it was early December and things had not improved at all. The
tuition costs should have been considered robbery and she was
forced to cut back on her shopping by order of her husband. Trips
to the mall were bland as she walked depressingly past Aldo, left
empty handed from Armani Exchange, and actually scoured the racks
at Ann Taylor for sales instead of heading straight for the
season’s newest releases. Her body was finally in the shape where
she wanted it and now Carol was forced to budget her clothing
expenditures for the first time in over a decade.

And then there was Ben and
his extra long business trips. She found the bar tabs from the
strip clubs and raised her eyebrows at the $9.99 adult movie
rentals in the hotel room bills. The occasional long hair on his
suit suspenders she tried to convince herself belonged to the naked
women at the clubs he attended instead of the potential
extra-marital affairs he was probably having. Not that she could
blame him; Carol was preoccupied by the day-to-day management of
the house and bills and the last thing on her mind was
sex.

One night when she and Ben
were home together she walked past the office across from their
bedroom. Her husband was staring at the computer screen intently
when he looked up and forced a smile.

“Did you take your medication?” she reminded
him.

“Yeah, yeah, yeah,” he
answered dismissively. “Hey, honey, want to take a look at
something interesting?” He waved her into the office, gesturing for
her to come and look at the computer screen; on it was a picture of
a younger woman in her twenties giving oral sex to a
man.

“Ben you know how I feel about that crap in
the house.”

“No, you don’t understand,”
he said calmly, “I want us
to maybe look at some pictures together… to jump
start things in the bedroom so-to-speak.”

And so the argument started
and would continue for the whole weekend. Ben wanted them to look
at dirty pictures and talk about them and hopefully have the two of
them turned on enough for sex; a typical male. Carol was not
pleased with the idea on the other hand. She worked damn hard to
keep her body in shape and the last thing she wanted was her
husband ogling some girl half his age on the computer screen and
thinking about her instead of his own wife. He already spent too
much time flirting with the younger women who served drinks down at
the country club bar. And this was yet another reminder that her
husband wanted to think about somebody else in order to be
aroused.

Of course she understood
all too well the need to think about ‘other things’ in order to
spur her seductive mood and perhaps that was why she hypocritically
admonished Ben’s suggestion. Carol had looked at her husband’s
magazines occasionally after finding his private porn stashes over
the years. Secretly, they titillated her and she had masturbated to
them on the rare occasion. Pictures of men and women together.
Pictures of threesomes. Pictures of lesbian sex. Even the pictures
of the girls by themselves as they posed for the camera and played
with themselves. Each time Carol would cum and then feel terribly
guilty about what she had just done or thought about.

During their rare
lovemaking she would look down at her husbands belly and pale skin
and realize it just wasn’t piquing her interest. The naughty images
would then creep to the forefront of her mind, tickling her libido
and sending her to a fantasy world while Ben moved on top of her
pumping his unremarkable manhood. It kept her entertained and her
husband was none the wiser.

After a time she would
complain to Ben about the magazines and that he needed to “throw
that trash out” or she would. Months or even a year would go by and
she would find new magazines hidden in the garage or under the bed
and the whole process would repeat. Each time she yelled at Ben,
Carol secretly knew she was angry with herself as well for the
perverted thoughts that crossed her mind.

The worst afternoon came
when she was feeling especially lonely and in need of company. Even
her graying husband with his slowly enlarging beer belly seemed
like a good option but Ben was out playing golf with business
partners at the Roxburn Country Club. Carol had just finished
cleaning up the foyer and was bringing some jackets into the
basement when she noticed a box underneath her husband’s toolbox. A
tiny corner of colored paper poked out from a rip in the side and
Carol’s eye caught the pink tone of a feminine leg.

She opened the box and found five porn
magazines, all of them dog eared and clearly read. Carol was angry,
having told Ben to keep these magazines out of the house so that
their daughter didn’t find them. But the undeniable urge was there,
building, a growing pit in her stomach and an ache between her
legs. Impulsively she grabbed the top magazine and headed for the
bedroom.

It was the middle of the
day and her daughter Jenny wouldn’t be home for awhile – she was
spending the afternoon across the street with her friend, Sarah.
Carol flipped through the first few pages of the filthy magazine
and simultaneously slid her fingers into her panties. Here she was
about to turn forty and she was playing with herself looking at a
magazine called Finally
Legal: All Girls Edition. Girls in pigtails just out of high
school licking each other, sucking on each other’s tits, kissing
and fondling and shoving vibrators into each other. One of them
looked like her daughter’s best friend Sarah.

Once back in school Carol’s friend Allison
French-kissed her on their graduation day (while they wore their
cap-n-gowns!), but nothing ever came of it and that was the end of
her experiences with other women. Still, as a modern woman she
found other females attractive and in weaker moments she had played
with herself looking at them or thinking about them. It was naughty
for her, but it was never anything she would act on or say anything
about. But there was no denying at this moment how wet the picture
was getting her. In fact she realized her fingers were rapidly
stimulating her clit and an orgasm was building.

It wasn’t Sarah of course.
No, her nose was a little different and her freckles weren’t as
pronounced. But for some reason Carol couldn’t stop looking at her.
The layout featured a dark haired girl licking at the redhead’s
bald pussy, fingering her, kissing her. One picture had the
Sarah-look-alike with her arms pinned down by the other girl as she
slipped a bright pink strap-on dildo into her teenage hole. The
look on her face was one of a young woman being totally corrupted
and Carol’s body jerked and spasmed violently in response. The
orgasm was so intense that she screamed out loud.

Five minutes later Jennifer
came bouncing in the house with the real Sarah from across
Fristelser Court, giggling about boys and school. Carol couldn’t
even look at either of them. The guilt of what she had fantasized
about overwhelmed her and the magazine went into the trash as she
drove out to the mall. That had been two years ago and her secret
masturbatory sessions ended then. Ben never found out. If he had he
probably would have been quite angry that she was masturbating but
not ‘putting out’ in their relationship, as he so crudely liked to
call it. Carol made it a mission to purify her thoughts so she
could actually look her neighbor’s daughter in the eye
again.

But Ben continued to bring
that trash home. The final straw was when she found a couple of
x-rated DVDs in her husband’s sock drawer. She threw them in the
trash, this time without even tempting a peak. A few days later Ben
confronted her, “Hey, why did you throw those DVDs away? They
aren’t even mine!”

“Whose are they?”

“John’s. He lent them to me
as a gag.” “Why do you even still hang out with him? Didn’t he move
into the city?”

“He still plays golf here, honey.” John
Kinsley was their neighbor from across the way, Sarah’s father, who
had moved out after divorcing his wife. He still belonged to the
Roxburn Club and was the only person on its committee who didn’t
actually live in Roxburn Heights. He was also Ben’s best
friend.

“Well why is he lending you
porn?”

“It’s just what guys do. I
don’t understand what the big deal is. They’re just
movies, Carol. And it’s
not like I’m getting any action around here.”

The argument spun out of
control until he walked out the door, slamming it behind him. The
topic was never brought up again and the skin magazines and movies
disappeared. Carol was sure he was stashing new ones someplace she
didn’t know about and after awhile she simply couldn’t be bothered
to look.

She and Alice, Sarah’s
mother, spent an afternoon at the coffee shop after working out
that morning and Carol complained about feeling ugly and
undesirable. Alice rolled her eyes, “Well, at least you have a man
in your life. John is gone and the only company I get is the
naughty stories at the back of Cosmo and the trashy books. You
should try to spice things up with Ben.”

Months later, divorcee
Alice had supposedly met a new boyfriend and Carol got cryptic
half-tales about her man and his legendary sexual prowess.
Meanwhile, her own married sex life was going nowhere and Ben was
asking for them to look at x-rated pictures on the internet
together. For her husband it was his attempt to figure out what
made his wife tick, not to mention relieve some of his sexual
tension. For Carol, it just felt wrong, like they were opening a
can or worms. Still, something had to be done and she was tired of
feeling un-sexy.

“So what is this grand plan
of yours again?” she asked her husband.

Ben rolled his eyes, “It
isn’t a ‘grand plan’. We just look on the internet together, talk
about the things we see, play with each other a little, and then
get in the mood for the bedroom.”

“But what if I don’t
want you looking
at these other girls?”

“Well, you’d be looking at
other men, you
know.”

Carol thought about it and then looked to
her husband, “I’ll tell you what. I want to look at the pictures by
myself -no interruptions, no questions- and then I join you in the
bedroom when I am sufficiently…you know.”

“Warmed up?” Ben suggested.

She chuckled, “Yes, warmed up.”

“So I just sit in the bedroom and wait? That
doesn’t seem fair.”

“Well, according to you its
ME that is never in the mood. You seem to have no problem so I
think you can just relax in here. Besides, you can think about me
doing naughty things out here by myself.” They chatted it over some
more and finally agreed to give Carol her warm-up time.


The first night






The next day she asked
Brian Kinsley, Alice’s son, to set up a new user account on the
computer and password protect it before her husband came home from
work. The eighteen year old was a skinny Irish kid with ears that
stuck out a bit too far and a vapid expression on the occasions she
spoke with him. There wasn’t much about him other than Carol
catching him staring at her chest and flirting harmlessly (and
unsuccessfully) with every girl in the Heights.

He had offered to help her
in the past with anything technical so he became the go-to geek
when the computer had spyware or needed an upgrade. He wasn’t a
genius but he certainly knew more than she or Ben did. When Brian
asked why she wanted a separate user account, Carol lied and said
she needed to do some Christmas shopping online and didn’t want Ben
finding her history. The teenager showed her what to do and had the
account set up in ten minutes.

“Just pick out a password,” Brian told her,
standing over the chair and holding it out for her to sit. She
looked over her shoulder to see him staring down her blouse.

Carol turned back to the
screen and thought about it for a few seconds before typing in
‘trouble’. She gave her geek a ten dollar bill from her purse which
he took with thanks.

Once alone she stared at
the internet browser and pondered what to do. Not really sure where
to start she simply typed in SEX PICTURES into the search engine
and scrolled through the various links. She was shocked at how many
websites there were, how much money they asked for, how many
different themes there were. Eventually she found a website that
had free pictures and videos with thumbnails to entice you to click
those links. One link was a brunette woman giving a blowjob to a
handsome European looking man; she clicked it.

The pictures quickly loaded
across the screen as Carol watched uncomfortably. She was a little
turned on, but still feeling awkward about actively seeking out
pornographic pictures, but there was a certain level of comfort
that the computer had firewalls and anti-virus software. Besides,
she was doing this to be with her husband, to help her marriage, to
help herself feel better.

She ‘X’d out of that link
and went back to the previous page with all the thumbnails. The
page was actually well laid out with ‘Most Popular’ thumbnails up
on top and then categorized links running along the side. She
scrolled down the page and read some of the names: Straight,
Lesbian, Threesome, Group, Anal, Dildos, Gangbang, etc. She
remembered to bookmark the site with the name WARMUP and then shut
the computer down. Ben would be home soon and she had to go
shopping for some incidentals to go with dinner. Yes, with the
housekeeper gone the grocery chore was annoyingly back on her
list.






*******






Four hours later Ben was
lying down in the bedroom with the door shut, waiting patiently for
his wife to ‘warm-up’. She had supposedly found some naughty
pictures to look at although he had his doubts. For all he knew his
wife was looking for a new winter jacket or filing her
nails.

But Carol kept her promise
and was back in front of the computer. Her brunette bob haircut
brushed along the white robe she wore; underneath was nothing else.
She glanced frequently at the bedroom door across the hall to make
sure it remained closed and then slowly relaxed as she realized she
would have plenty of time to shut the computer off if Ben decided
to come into the room.

Memories of her dirty
masturbation sessions from the past were surfacing, but for the
forty-one year old this was a new experience in many respects. Her
husband had practically begged her to look at the pictures on the
internet so it wasn’t like she was doing anything to betray him. It
sounded strange, but in the past even her fantasies felt like some
violation of her marriage vows and as such she never explored them.
That was with the exception of the occasional moment of weakness
with her husband’s magazines.

The first picture she
clicked on was blonde haired man licking a brunette woman’s pussy.
He was well built with a wash board stomach and nice arms that held
his lover tightly. His cock was rigid and lengthy and the woman was
holding a ruler to it that measured him out at seven inches. “Wow,”
Carol whispered to herself, amazed at his size.

Each picture showed the
attractive couple in a variety of poses in a well dressed room. She
skipped through them quickly and went onto the next set – this time
a threesome between two women and a man. Carol began to lightly rub
her already excited clit as her eyes scanned across the images. Two
women locked in a sixty-nine position as the slightly attractive
male slid his dick into the girl on top. As her robe spread open,
so did Carol’s legs. Her whole toned body was exposed as she
fingered herself looking at the scene. She stopped.

Quickly logging off the computer, Carol
walked to the bedroom and was greeted by her husband. She didn’t
speak of what she masturbated to; in fact she didn’t speak at all.
The husband and wife held each other and kissed each other and soon
began to make love.


The second night






“You are really in the mood again tonight?”
Carol asked, exasperated by her husband’s constant hounding for
sex.

“Yes!” he answered, “Aren’t you? Especially
after last night? We haven’t made love like that in a very long
time.”

“It was nice, but I really don’t think we
need to do this every night. I’m not in the mood.”

“Jennifer is going to be home in a week. We
should take advantage of the time we have.”

“Ben…” she whined.

“You can always warm-up if
you want…” her husband let his comments dangle in the
air.

“Do I have to?”

“You don’t have to, but it really turns me
on knowing you are out there looking at all those dirty
things.”

His wife considered the idea as her memory
drifted to the previous night. The pictures had helped in that
particular instance and perhaps he was right that they could help
tonight.

Twenty minutes later she was at the computer
again. Ben had peaked out of the bedroom at the beginning and she
quickly turned off the monitor. “No peaking or I won’t do this
anymore!” she yelled at him. He couldn’t see anything from the
bedroom door anyway but it was the point of the matter.

“Fine, I won’t peak,” he grumbled, shutting
the door.

Carol went to her favorites
and opened the WARMUP website once more. She needed to vary the
types of things she looked at so she scanned down through the
categories until she saw the word MILF. A year back one of
Jennifer’s girlfriends called her that in a complimentary way and
all of the teenagers got a good laugh as Carol stood there,
clueless as to what the word meant.

“Mom, it means ‘Mother I like to
you-know-what’”,” Jennifer embarrassingly told her.

“Jenny!” she snapped, “I
don’t want to hear you talking like such trash. In fact all of you
girls should be ashamed of using a term like that.” The topic was
quickly dropped but she was smiling as she turned around and out of
sight from the teenagers. It was nice to get a compliment, even if
the source wasn’t her husband. It was ironic that a year later
Carol sat in front of the computer looking at a whole category of
porn called MILF. She clicked it.

A page opened with some
movie links, each one of them featured an attractive woman in her
thirties or forties with a much younger man. Each one couldn’t have
been much older than their early twenties and many of the young
studs looked like they just graduated High School.
That is just plain dirty! she thought to herself, closing out the page and moving onto
the straight section again. But as she played with her pussy, she
realized none of the pictures were getting her as excited as she
had hoped. Impulsively she clicked back on the MILF link and
watched a half dozen video clips in a row and scoured over pages of
pictures. Carol’s clit was throbbing now as she thought about
fucking a man half her age.

One set of pictures had a
younger girl and a younger man (both appeared to be eighteen or
nineteen) getting caught by an older woman, some mother figure no
doubt. As the pictures progressed, the older woman pushed the
younger girl out of the bed and began to suck and fuck the young
man’s cock while the daughter figure looked on jealously. A video
link was conveniently located underneath the pictures and soon the
same actors and actresses from the pictures were streaming across
her screen. The story played out just as she thought. The eighteen
year old’s mother caught her with her boyfriend and –instead of
being horrified- she punished her daughter by ‘showing her how it’s
done’. In her mind flashes of Jennifer’s handsome boyfriend, Phil,
forced their way into her fantasy as she slipped past her clit and
shoved a finger into her soaked pussy.

…Catching my daughter
sleeping with her boyfriend…

…Stealing Phil away from
her…

…Sucking that eighteen year old dick…

…Riding on top - showing
him what a more experienced woman can do…

Carol almost came and had to calm herself
down before she joined her husband in the bedroom. When she finally
did, she was well beyond worked up and desperate for her husband to
penetrate her. Unlike the first night, Carol switched up their
positions frequently, dragging Ben from one part of the bed to the
other. As she came that night, her thoughts were on that eighteen
year old dick fucking her all night long. Ben came almost
simultaneously and fell upon his wife.

“Wow, that was intense,” he complimented.
“Aren’t you glad we did it again tonight?”

Carol kissed him on the cheek, “Not nearly
as glad as you will be when we do it again tomorrow.”






*******






The next morning Ben woke
up early and went to the computer. He wanted to snoop on his wife’s
activities on the internet before she got up and he had about
fifteen minutes before he needed to be in the shower. Clicking onto
her icon on the Windows sign-on page, it prompted him for a
password. Okay, so she wants her
privacy, he thought. It still frustrated
him slightly, but the fact that they had sex two nights in a row
was not something he was going to complain about.


The third night






t – r – o – u – b – l –
e ENTER

Click. Open the browser.

Click. Open the bookmarks.

Click. Open WARMUP.

Click. Carol pressed the
link for LESBIAN and let her eyes wander over all the soft flesh.
Her fingers were already on her pussy, teasing her own mound and
rubbing herself as she watched the naughty girl-girl acts come to
life on her computer screen.

Earlier that night she was watching one of
her regular sitcoms when two female characters kissed on the mouth.
Ben was in the kitchen getting a snack and missed the kiss and
Carol didn’t bother to tell him. But the whole night she thought
about the two women kissing and her ‘warm-up’ time would be a
perfect opportunity to explore that fantasy.

Most of the images and
videos were from a company called Sapphic Erotica. The girls were
all extremely attractive and had nice bodies, albeit most of them
couldn’t have been more than twenty one. The camera work was well
done and the kissing… Oh, the kissing was very sexy. Carol was
feeling exceptionally dirty tonight. Here she was, a married
conservative mother rubbing her clit watching these sexy young
girls licking each other, grinding against each other, shoving
vibrators into each other’s pussies. Her whole body was on fire as
she watched a whole set of movie clips that featured a MILF getting
licked by a girl in pigtails. The older woman was grabbing onto her
pigtails and grinding her cunt up to that teenage tongue.
So naughty! Carol thought
as her orgasm was building past the point of no return. Her fingers
frantically clicked on the next video and she gawked as a new woman
ate another younger girl out with skill.

A MILF indeed. The porn
star happened to be the same woman from the previous night but this
time she was doing the whole girl-on-girl thing.
So she likes young men and young
women, Carol mused as her body started to
shake. The girl was a redhead and lean and probably no older than
nineteen. God, she looks like
Sarah! She was surprised with the
revelation and even more surprised that her fingers never stopped
massaging her button. A flood of guilt and perverse pleasure came
rushing from the past – a memory of a similar looking girl in a
magazine.

Sarah had grown up to be
even cuter than she used to be; a sweet teen with a great smile
once the braces came off. A sexual thought about her had once
invaded Carol’s mind and had been pushed out. Now it was back and
the middle aged woman’s wetness coated her fingers.
I can’t believe I’m watching this movie, watching
a girl that looks just like my daughter’s friend getting licked…
Licked by an older woman… Like me. Oh, she likes it! She wants it.
Damn I want to lick that nice bald pussy so bad! …Shouldn’t think
of her that way but it is so hot. So naughty! That’s it, Sarah, let
me lick that little pussy of yours. Oh, you bad girl, Sarah!
was what she was thinking as the orgasm shook her
from her toes to her head.

With her climax passing,
Carol’s guilt started to creep back. Why was she looking at this
stuff? Why was she thinking these things? This whole thing was
meant for her to be closer to her husband, not exploring her own
perverse desires. How could I think of
Sarah that way again? She’s the same age as my daughter!
The housewife logged off.

“Ben, I’m a little sore down there,” she
told her husband as she walked into the bedroom. “Do you think we
can skip tonight and do things tomorrow?”

He was disappointed, especially after
waiting for fifteen minutes. Ben was rock hard and needed some
relief and the idea that he would have to wait was not appealing at
all. He spooned his wife and rubbed his manhood against her ass.
“Come on, Carol, we can go easy tonight. How about I take care of
you first, okay?”

“I don’t know…” she responded, but her
husband was already working his way down her body to her wet mound.
As he began to lick her pussy, Carol moaned loudly and spread her
legs open. Yes, it had been awhile since he even offered to lick
her and it felt so good to have his tongue dancing over her clit.
His fingers pushing into her hole.

…HER fingers pushing into
my hole… she thought. The naughty feeling
was returning in strength as Ben continued to stimulate her. She
opened the floodgates in her mind and allowed all the dirty
fantasies and feelings and images to come rushing back. The whole
idea that she was being licked by her husband while fantasizing
about a woman was an unstoppable force that crowded out all reason
and morality.

…Her sweet little mouth licking pussy for
the first time…

…My pussy…

…What a dirty girl she must be to have a
MILF seduce her…

…Lick her…

…Finger her…

…Kiss her…

…Make her my lesbian play toy…

…No boys for her…

…Only girls…

…Hot, dirty lesbian sex
with a nineteen year old girl…

…Sarah!

“Oh yeah, lick me! Lick me!
Yes! Yes! YES!” Carol climaxed for the second time that night, her
whole body electrified in pleasure. She quickly sat up and pushed
her husband onto his back, grabbing his cock in her hand and
sucking him vigorously. He had been waiting so long for some loving
that it didn’t take much to get Ben to pop his cork. She jacked him
off and watched his cum shoot into the air and land on the sheets.
Carol got turned on watching her husband’s semen fly out of his
cock head and it came as a great relief in more ways than one;
after two strong orgasms fantasizing about women she needed
something to balance her out. The last thing she needed was to
freak out over ‘going gay’ in her forties.







The fourth night…






Carol kissed her husband
hard on the mouth as he lay in bed playing with himself. After
twenty one years of marriage she was finally realizing what a turn
on it was to watch him jack off. She had caught him many times
before in the past, but each time she barged in on him and ruined
his moment of self service. Now she was wishing she had watched him
for awhile, maybe even let him finish the job while she
spied.

“Don’t cum without me,” she whispered as she
stepped out of the bedroom and closed the door. Logging onto the
computer, she quickly found her way through her website, scrolling
through all the options. Tonight was definitely going to involve
men in her fantasies. She had to! Last night was too damn naughty
to do again and she figured the sight of a dick would bring the
focus of their night back on her husband. Her mouse pointer was
hovering over the STRAIGHT link, but then she paused and looked
below it. She saw the words GANG BANG and impulsively picked that
category instead. What she saw was something she had never seen
before, not even in her husband’s magazines.

Sure, two men with one
woman occasionally popped up in the magazines and in her thoughts.
But three men? Four men? Eight men?! One set of pictures was very
high quality and the actors and actress all looked very attractive.
The girl was sucking on one cock as she held two more in her hands.
One cock was in her pussy and a fifth man was pushing his dick into
her ass. To be in the middle of all that
manliness, Carol considered.
To feel that slutty and let all those men use
me…

Her pussy was already wet
as she slid two fingers up inside of her waiting cunt. The video
that played in front of her was of three men jacking off and
cumming all over a big breasted woman’s tits. Carol pumped faster,
clicking nervously through the various thumbnails as her excitement
built.

“Carol? Are you coming in?”
came her husband’s muffled voice from behind their bedroom
door.

“Yes!” she shouted back. Looking at the
clock she realized it had been almost twenty minutes Ben had been
waiting. Off went the computer and she rushed to the bedroom,
attacking her husband with yet a new set of fantasies ricocheting
about in her brain. As she rode his stiffness, her mind created a
whole new set of other lovers surrounding her, stroking their
manhood in front of her, shoving them in her mouth. She stared at
the wall at the conjured image, bouncing away on Ben’s dick.

“What are you staring at?” he asked in a
pant.

“Shut up and fuck me harder,” she scorned
him.


The fifth night…






“Hurry up in there,” Carol peaked out the
window across the street as she waited for Ben to finish up in the
bathroom.

“You can start without me,” he called
back.

“No way, not until you are safely tucked
away in the bedroom. I know you – you’ll peak in on me during my
warm-up session.”

“Fine. I’ll be out in just
another minute.” He sounded exasperated but Carol could care less.
She wanted to do some more exploring on the internet tonight. The
floodgates were open and Carol Stanwick was feeling like a new
woman these days. Pulling the drapes aside again she watched
through the blinds as a red Audi parked in front of the Kinsley
house across the street. The girl driving was a pretty blonde that
the housewife seemed to recognize but couldn’t put her finger on
where she had seen her face. On the other side of the car the door
opened and out stepped a tall black man with dreadlocks. He pulled
the passenger seat forward and out stumbled Brian
Kinsley.

Is that his
girlfriend? Carol wondered about the
blonde. Is the black man Brian’s
friend? He certainly wasn’t from the
neighborhood. Knowing everyone else’s business was tough work in
the well to do neighborhood and Carol tried to piece together what
she was watching, mostly to distract herself.

Brian walked around the car and he and the
blonde girl kissed. The driver looked over at Carol in the window
and pointed, causing the forty-one year old to instinctively pull
back and turn out the lights in the hallway.

“Ben! What are you doing in there?” she
rapped on the bathroom door.

“I’m having a fucking heart
attack while looking for my medication, do you mind?” he
retorted.

Carol rolled her eyes,
“It’s on the top shelf, Ben, where you always leave it,” she
reminded him again.

Now standing in the dark,
she peaked out the window and saw Brian waving to the black man and
the blonde as he walked through their front doorway. Before the
door could even shut she watched the dark skinned man and the
blonde begin a passionate kiss that definitely made her doubt she
was dating Brian. The sports car was parked right under a street
light and it was impossible to miss his big hands groping into her
jacket and her creamy colored hands holding fast the back of his
head. The kiss made Carol squeeze her legs together; an interracial
relationship was next to non-existent in the middle-upper class
housing development and Carol had certainly never had an attraction
to black men. But as this chocolate colored stranger to her
neighborhood kissed the back of the blonde’s neck and ran his hands
down her body, Carol couldn’t help but look on.

The blonde smiled and
looked up at the window as her lover groped between her
legs. Can she see me watching?
the housewife wondered.

The toilet flushed and
Carol jumped back from the window and into the office. She hurried
her husband into the bedroom so she could begin her warm-up
session.






*******






t – r – o – u – b – l –
e ENTER

Click. Open the browser.

Click. Open the bookmarks.

Click. Open WARMUP.

Her website looked
different and Carol realized she must have accidentally clicked on
one of the tabs when the web page was loading because the word
“INTERRACIAL” was clearly printed on top and the pictures… Well,
the pictures were the likes of that which she would never have
picked on her own.

The forty one year old
wife’s belly had butterflies and her sexual tension instantly
ratcheted up several degrees. The first two nights she had
certainly seen some interracial thumbnails to click on but she had
no desire to actually view them; black men just didn’t do it for
her and the thought never even crossed her mind.

But now here she was
staring at a page filled with black men and all of their parts. Big
parts. She double checked to see if Ben had closed the bedroom
door, then clicked the left mouse button and watched the screen
fill with one image after another of white women coupling with
black men. She chose one link and then another, waiting impatiently
for the websites to pop up; Carol’s fingers were already running
along her mound and she realized she was wet to the
touch.

The girl in one of the
pictures was a brunette and had a haircut just like Carol’s. It was
a gang bang pictorial, much like the others she had looked at the
night before. No, nothing like the ones from before; this time
every man in the picture was black and well equipped with
menacingly sized penises. The girl in the image was touching her
pussy while on her knees, looking at four black men with their
pants undone as they surrounded her. Carol clicked the
video.

“Yeah, suck my black dick,
bitch!” one of the men told her as he grabbed her by the hair. The
others were saying vulgar things as well but she didn’t seem to
mind being called names at all. The porn actress smiled and pulled
on the biggest cock Carol had ever seen. It wasn’t just long but it
was thick as well and it was dark like coffee. While the actress
was sucking on the one cock, the others tugged on theirs, each one
dwarfed her husband’s dick by several inches. Carol quickly looked
over at the bedroom door again to make sure Ben was staying put
then turned her attention back to the screen. She grabbed the video
player volume bar and pulled it down slightly despite knowing the
sound was too low for her husband to hear.

The video clip ended 90
seconds later and Carol’s hand was shaking on the mouse pad. The
scene was gritty. The sex was edgy. It was like nothing she had
ever considered watching. She clicked the next video and watched
the scene pick up again. The girl wasn’t smiling anymore. She was
lying on her back with her mouth agape screaming as her pussy was
stretched open with a monstrous black dick. “It’s too big!” she
cried but neither she nor the black man did anything to stop their
sexual act. Instead she took every inch of it; the look on her face
was one of amazement and awe, pain and pleasure. The other men were
jacking off their huge dark rods as they waited their turn to
violate the woman.

Carol’s own fingers were moving as fast as
they could now in and out of her sopping wet cunt. Her mouth was
dry. Her eyes were fixated and the wave of pleasure sweeping over
her body was impossible to stop. She didn’t want it to stop. She
wanted the wave to crash and break. She wanted to feel that
powerful dick inside of her. She wanted-

The video stopped after 90 seconds. Her mind
wasn’t even thinking at this point, only her body was acting. Carol
clicked the next video clip and witnessed the woman getting fucked
from behind while another massive black dick shoved in and out of
her mouth. Her left hand grasped his mighty rod and her wedding
ring gleamed in the video shot. The other two men were nowhere to
be seen but she didn’t care. When the video ended she hit play
again. And again.

“Oh yes! YES YES YES!” she
moaned as her body quaked violently and she had a hard time
focusing her eyes. She stared at the screen in disbelief, wondering
what had compelled her to even watch such an act let alone become
so aroused by it. Of course she knew the interracial kiss she had
spied out the window was the culprit. A thick guilty feeling washed
over her, knowing full well how Ben felt about
‘darkies’.

Carol also felt tired all
of a sudden. She closed out the interracial site and was about to
shut the computer down when it donned on her that Ben was still
waiting for her in the room, expecting her to be ‘warmed up’. Once
again she allowed some perverse fantasy to creep into her thoughts
instead of keeping her husband in mind. What was I thinking? Carol’s head was
swimming and the heavy sickening feeling like she just cheated on
her husband was upon her again. The satisfaction of her orgasm
coupled with the dirty feelings she was having conspired to kill
her mood to go have sex with her husband, but she knew she would
have to explain why she was no longer interested in sex.

I’ve got to get warmed up
again, she thought. A few clicks had Carol
back on the guy-girl pictures and masturbating but she was still
thinking about ‘those other men’. Every time she scanned through
the thumbnails she found a white woman with a pair of black hands
on her. Or a big black cock in a white feminine mouth. Or a black
cock inside a white pussy. Those interracial scenes were everywhere
now that she started looking! Could
interracial porn be THAT popular? It was
shamefully obvious that the married housewife was getting hot again
looking at the black men. Not just hot but dirty hot. Carol needed
to cum. Cum thinking about fucking those
big black cocks like a dirty slut. 

She clicked on the
INTERRACIAL link again and the whole screen was flooded with giant
black dicks and sexy white girls. Occasionally there was a white
man with a black girl but Carol’s eyes skipped right over those.
The naughty feeling was quickly creeping back into her belly while
her fingers slipped back into her cunt. She shouldn’t be looking at
all these black men, but it was definitely putting her back in the
mood for sex. Yes, she was doing it for her husband after all,
wasn’t she? Ben had practically begged her to look at dirty
pictures and Carol was definitely warming up. There was irony
knowing that her husband (who hated blacks) had steered her
inadvertently into looking at interracial porn to warm her
up.

And how could she not get
warmed up after watching a blonde girl getting a foot of black dick
shoved up her tight little pussy? Or a redhead with pale skin
sandwiched between two handsome dark skinned men? Or a sexy
housewife shoved up against the wall and punished by a brutish
looking black man with a giant black pole up inside of her? Or
a-

“Carol, are you coming back in?” she heard
from the bedroom.

It had been over twenty
minutes. She quickly closed the browser and shut the computer
down. I need to get fucked so bad right
now, she thought while racing to the
bedroom. When Ben’s eyes adjusted to the light coming from the
hallway he saw his wife throwing her robe down and jumping on the
bed. She seized his cock with a vigor he had never seen before,
sucking it hard while pumping it and playing with his balls.
Whatever she had watched had her worked up big time and he was the
lucky recipient. As she sucked, she shuffled her ass toward Ben’s
direction and he took the queue to play with her. As his fingers
found his wife’s pussy, he couldn’t believe how wet she was. It was
like she used a quart of lubricant on herself. She moaned around
his cock as his fingers penetrated her and that just fueled her to
pump him faster. He tried to pull his wife off so that they could
actually have sex, but she was on a mission for his cum. At least
it seemed so!

“I’m gonna cum! Gonna cum! Uhhh!” Ben yelled
out. She kept sucking him until he couldn’t stand it any longer –
his body spasming from his wife’s talented mouth. She pulled a glob
of cum from her lips and swallowed it, smiling as she did.

“Yummy,” she beamed as she
crawled up to him and lied down beside her husband. “I need you so
bad right now,” she whispered. “You have no idea how fucking horny
I am. I hope you took your heart medication because I am going to
ride you all night long!” She pulled Ben on top of her and tugged
at his cock. “Come on, put it in me!”

Ben was still a little hard
and very excited over his wife’s enthusiasm. He slipped himself
into her hot pussy and realized something had worked up his wife
like never before. She wrapped her legs around him and bit his neck
and scratched her nails along his back. He kept thrusting but sex
so soon after his ejaculation wasn’t happening as well as he
liked.

“What’s wrong? Are you
actually getting soft?” she asked.

“I just came, remember?”

“But Ben, I need you
now. Fuck me
please!”

He thrust as fast as he
could but it was no use. Ben thought of himself as a good lover but
nobody could recover that quickly. He pulled out of his unsatisfied
wife and watched his dick flop downward.

Ben ended up lying next to his wife as she
fingered herself to a very loud orgasm. They snuggled next to each
other and touched gently like they had years ago. “I love you,” she
whispered.

“I love you too,” he replied. And that is
how they fell asleep.

It was 3am when Ben woke up
to go to the bathroom. As he shuffled back into their bedroom he
looked at Carol sleeping soundly and decided to spy on the computer
again. He wasn’t sure what his wife was looking at on the computer
but his curiosity was getting the better of him. He sat down in the
swivel chair and waited for the monitor to power up. When it
finally illuminated the blackness of the living room he found
himself staring at the main sign-on screen again. He looked around
for anything she might have written her password on but came up
empty handed. On a whim he tried the name of their cat: RALLY. It
didn’t work. That was about all the effort he had in him, however,
and he shut the screen off, returning to bed and his waiting
wife.







The sixth day…






After coming in from the grocery store Carol
realized she had some down time and felt a familiar urge returning
to her body. She checked the grocery bags for things that needed to
go into the refrigerator and then headed upstairs.

t – r – o – u – b – l –
e ENTER

Click. Open the browser.

Click. Open the bookmarks.

Carol paused and looked at the bookmarks.
There was the one labeled WARMUP that she had placed there, but now
there were others. Each label a telling tale of what waited for her
if she were to click on them:

BLACKS ON BLONDES

INTERRACIAL.COM

INTERRACIAL DATING CENTRAL
BLOGSPOT

I NEED IT BLACK

BLACK MEN WHITE WIFE AND
CUCKOLD BLOG

She knew for a fact that she never
bookmarked any other website, yet there they were. Was it possible
they populated there by themselves? Or had Ben found out about her
searches and done this to mock her? If it was the latter, Carol was
going to be in for a fight that could easily result in a divorce.
She knew he would never stay married to a “nigger lover” as he
liked to call women who dated interracially.

The housewife glanced at
her Charriol Swiss watch and picked up the phone, calling her
neighbor’s house. “Hi Alice, it’s me. How are you?”

Alice Kinsley answered over
the phone, “Good. Great, actually. Why are you calling? We
do live across the street
from each other.”

Carol wasn’t sure how to
cover up the fact that she was getting ready to masturbate to porn
on her computer and decided to fib with a half truth, “Oh, I am
just tired and don’t feel like getting up. Unlike you, Alice.
What’s got you so bubbly?”

“Oh nothing. Just having a great day.”

“You sound it. Is this a
‘nothing’ from this new mystery man you’ve been hiding from
everyone?”

There was a long pause, “Maybe…”

“So when do we get to meet him?”

“Oh, I don’t know. The kids haven’t even met
him yet and I don’t know if I’m ready to introduce him right
now.”

Carol, frowned, “Hmmm,
mysterious, Alice, very mysterious. Okay, keep your secrets.
Listen, I just have a quick question for your son. Is he
there?”

Alice’s tone changed, “Why,
what did he do wrong?”

“Nothing at all. Don’t
worry. I just have a computer question.”

“Oh, okay then. I’ll send him right
over-”

“No!” Carol cut her off,
“Don’t send him over. I haven’t put on my makeup yet. Uh, I just
need to ask him a quick question on the phone.”

“Okay, fine. I’ll go get him. Have a good
day. Say hi to Ben.”

“I will.”

The sound of the phone
being put down was followed by talking and explosive noises in the
background; the Kinsley’s TV was undoubtedly on. A minute later
Brian came on. “Uhh, hey Mrs. Stanwick. My mom said you wanted to
talk to me?”

“Yes, please. Just an easy question. Can a
bookmark just appear on your browser if you don’t put it there
yourself?” Carol tapped the desk nervously. If the answer was ‘no’
then Ben had found out her password and was setting her up.

“Uhhh, yeah, sure,” Brian
responded. “I mean, if you… uhmm, like if you go to a bunch of
sites that are all the same the browser could add the advertisers
to your bookmarks. That happens all the time.”

Carol let out a sigh of
relief. “So it’s not anything I need to worry about?”

“Nah. Just delete them if
you don’t want them. I mean, if you are worried about it I could
come over and make sure your adware software is set
properly-”

“No, no, no. There’s no
need. It’s just links to clothing stores and stuff. Nothing I am
too worried about.”

“Okay. So that’s all you need?”

Carol told her neighborhood
geek ‘thanks’ and hung up with him. So the links were just from her
interracial searches the night before and her secret was still safe
from Ben. The housewife’s eyes trained on the top link and she
clicked it after a slight hesitation. She then checked the next
one, and the next one.

Each website was naughtier
than the next. Videos, pictures, stories, even a blogspot where
white women went to find black men for dating. The forty one year
old woman was just about to unbutton her pants when she heard the
garage door open and Ben pulling in - he was home early. Quickly
she logged off and rushed downstairs to the kitchen in time to see
her husband walk through the laundry room which led to the
garage.

He peered into the kitchen to see Carol
unloading the groceries. “Hi honey. Did you just get home too?”

“Yes,” she lied. “The lines at the store
were rather long.”







The sixth night…






The excuses came easily to
justify her pornographic searches for black men.

This fascination with
black men is just a phase like the other fantasies.

This is for Ben more than
it is for me.

My husband probably looks
at porn, so why can’t I?

What my husband doesn’t know won’t hurt
him...

The excitement was too much as Carol
orgasmed quickly watching two lingerie clad blondes servicing one
sexy black man. She desperately wanted to hear the moans and
screams louder, but the scenes were occasionally punctuated by a
girl screaming out, “Fuck me with you BIG BLACK COCK!” or other
similar comment. No, it would have to remain quiet as Ben would
never approve of this fantasy.

As she continued to watch the videos Carol
became frustrated with the short length of the clips and how
distracting it became. Still, she decided to shut things down and
lay down with her husband before the temptation to cum again
overwhelmed her. She opened the door to the bedroom and fondled
herself right there for her waiting husband. “You want me
tonight?”

He stared at her silhouette with desire,
truly admiring his wife’s beauty and sexual energy. “Oh I want you
all right. What’s on your mind?”

If you only knew, my dear husband. If you
only knew.







The seventh
day…






There was still an hour
before Ben got home; plenty of time for her to enjoy her online
purchase. Carol slipped the credit card back in her purse and –with
a high level of excitement- clicked the ‘Members’ button. She typed
in her new logon and password then hit ‘Enter’. The words
Blacks on Blondes filled
the top of the screen and she scrolled through the lengthy movies
available. Of course the name was a misnomer; the site had plenty
of brunettes and redheads too. What it definitely had in abundance,
however, was exactly what she needed to see: hot dirty interracial
sex with well hung black men. She clicked ‘Save’ then ‘Play’,
‘Save’ then ‘Play’, ‘Save’ then ‘Play’, ‘Save’ then
‘Play’…







Back to the seventh
night…






Carol hadn’t lied when she said she ‘warmed
up’ three times that night. What she didn’t tell Ben was that she
had orgasmed about four other times before he even got home. It was
wrong and dirty and slutty and she knew it. But one realization she
made was that her best most intense climaxes came when she felt
naughty, and this fantasy made her feel oh-so-naughty indeed.

As the evening progressed Ben fucked her
hard from behind and slapped her ass like she had instructed him.
Her clueless husband had no idea that –while he held his wife’s
body tightly to him and pushed his dick deep inside of her- Carol
was nowhere near their bed. Sure, her body was. But her mind was
far away in the arms of a passionate dark lover who fucked her
longer, who filled her up more, who made her whole body alight with
desire. With each crack of her husband’s hand on her ass she saw
herself within her own salacious porn scene…

My husband has no idea what a slut I am!

Spank my naughty white ass!

Ooooh, fuck me with that BIG BLACK COCK!

Get your friends to fuck my little white
pussy too.

Oh that is what I need, two black guys
fucking me.

Or three…

Or four…

Ooh that’s it!

Fuck me like the cheating married bitch I
am.

All that thick white cum shooting all over
my face.

Cumming on my tits.

Cumming deep up in my cunt.

It’s so much bigger than my husband’s
cock…






*******






Ben was exhausted as he
collapsed back on his pillow, the sweat beading up on his forehead.
If his wife was going to be like this all the time, how was he ever
going to keep up? He once more considered getting a prescription
for Viagra or one of the other drugs they had on the market but his
doctor already warned him about it reacting poorly with his heart
medication. The last thing he needed was another heart attack. Not
that he minded the increase in her sex drive, but she was
completely changed. Even after a half hour on the computer and a
half hour with him, she wasn’t satisfied.

“Come on, Ben!” she
complained, tugging at his limp penis. “I’m not done for the
night!”

“I just can’t anymore, I’m out of shape I
guess,” he defended himself.

Carol got out of bed and threw on her robe;
her body still craving more for the night that her husband could
not provide.

“Where are you going?” he asked.

“Don’t worry about it. I just need to
‘warm-up’ a couple more times.” With that she walked out of the
bedroom and closed the door.


Hidden Secrets






Ben leaned over and gave his wife a kiss,
“Hey hon, I’ll miss you this week. You’ve been amazing.”

Carol squeezed him back,
“Oh, I’ll miss you too, sweetheart. You haven’t been too bad
yourself. Thanks for coming up with our warm-up plan.” She couldn’t
help but smile at him, knowing what she knew and –more
specifically- what Ben didn’t
know.

“Hey, no warming-up while I’m gone this
week. I want you to have lots of energy for me when I get
back.”

“I only watch those movies
for you, you know. Besides, you can’t be renting any of those adult
movies at the hotel either.”

He rolled his eyes in an exaggerated manner
– the way he always did when he was trying to cover something up –
and looked right at her. “Carol, I don’t rent those movies.”

“Sweetheart, you are so full of shit and you
know it. When your hotel bill comes back with five charges for
movies at $9.99 each you don’t think I know what you are watching?
Give me a break.”

“I, uh- hey when do you
look at my hotel bills?” he looked down at Carol standing in her
robe by the laundry room door.

“I know everything,” she told him dead pan.
Ben froze until she broke into a smile. “I’m just kidding, Ben!
Relax. You can watch your smut movies if you want. I give you
permission.”

“Really?” he stammered. “Are you sure this
isn’t a trap?”

“Nope. Stroke away, my naughty husband. They
are just movies. They don’t really mean anything, right?”

He looked at Carol puzzlingly, “Uhhh, sure.
I mean, yes! Exactly! That is what I have been telling you all
along. Just because we look at an adult movie or magazine doesn’t
mean we’re horrible people. It’s just a thing.”

I’m glad you feel that way, Carol thought
to herself.

She watched her husband
drive out of the cul-de-sac from the living room window and then
pulled the blinds shut tight. After making a cup of coffee she
settled into the computer chair and browsed the internet for
something for herself. It was a tradition that she always bought
something for herself when Ben went on a trip; a bottle of perfume,
a nice sweater, some extra strong gourmet coffee.

t – r – o – u – b – l –
e ENTER

Click. Open the browser.

Click. Open the bookmarks.

Carol looked at the new
links that populated into her bookmarks:

BLACK DILDOS

INTERRACIAL DVDS

PORN DISCREET
SHIPPING

It was like the computer
knew what she needed before she did. From there the housewife’s
eyes began to open to a multitude of wickedly pleasurable
possibilities. As her left hand explored between her thighs through
her open robe, her right hand clicked the mouse as she added one
item after another to her online shopping cart.

She smiled while talking to
herself, reveling in the notion that her husband was the one that
opened this door for her to her darkest fantasies. “Don’t worry,
Ben. They’re just movies…”












Part II

Honeymoon Hanky
Panky






Neighbors






The California hotel lobby
was packed solid with convention goers and families on
vacation.  Jamie and Keith Drummond were a long way from
Alabama and glad to be away from the stress of the wedding. 
Even though they only had about fifty people there, constantly
being pulled in different directions by their families, the
photographer, and the caterers was nerve racking.  Still, it
was nice to have the reception wrapped up and done by 6
o'clock that evening.

Jamie changed out of her wedding
gown and into a short jeans skirt, tank top, and new
sandals that showed off her recent pedicure.  The twenty-three
year old brunette had an excellent body that she showed off
whenever she could.  With a C-cup chest, shapely thighs, and a
light but even tan, Jamie was a head turner.

Keith managed to find himself in the same
old pair of jeans and a tropical pattern button down that "screamed
tourist" all over it.  Jamie tried to explain that going
on vacation didn't mean you had to wear a hideous shirt with a
parrot on the chest but her new groom was not to be
dissuaded.  Keith had put on some extra weight in the twelve
months before the wedding and was forced to get a last minute
tuxedo change to accommodate the beer belly he grew.  Still he
had the same cute face that Jamie had grown to love over the last
eighteen months and his humor hadn't left him. 

They boarded the plane that evening and were
greeted with a free first class upgrade as they headed for the
resort.  The complimentary wine on the flight certainly put
them in the mood.  The couple was feeling randy and tried to
sneak into the bathroom to join the Mile High Club, but failed when
a perturbed flight attendant stopped them and reminded them the
lavatory was for single occupants.

Keith allowed his hands to creep along his
new bride's thigh and -when nobody was looking- he would extend his
pinky finger and tickle her pussy underneath her skirt.  Jamie
moaned quietly at his touch, They hadn't had sex in three weeks
with all the family they had in their small apartment and the build
up would soon be at an end.  The brunette girl's pussy was
tingling and she yearned for a long night of love making. 
Keith wasn't the best lover she had ever known, but this was their
honeymoon and the tropical setting would definitely make things
better.

Once they had their room keys the newlyweds
dragged their bags down to the end of the hallway where the
honeymoon suite was located and Keith romantically lifted his new
bride, stumbling somewhat, then crossed the threshold. 
He almost dropped her as the heavy hotel door almost
smashed them both.  Once they settled in, however, Keith asked
Jamie to retrieve the free champagne they forgot to pick up at
the front desk.

"Can't you get it?" she asked.  "I want
to put on my sexy lingerie for you."

"I have to use the
bathroom.  You know, number
two," he told her.

"Fine”, she rolled her eyes, trying not to
think about the details of his bathroom comment. "I'll get the
champagne, my wonderful husband." 

 

The new bride grabbed the gift basket from
the hotel employee and walked back to her suite.  As she
rounded the last corner she ran into another couple who were
kissing passionately in one of the doorways; the door next to her
honeymoon suite, in fact.  The woman looked to be in her
thirties and was attractive with dark brown hair and
small breasts.  She was pressed against the door by a tall
well built black man with a shaved head and dark skin.  
His silk button down shirt covered what was obviously a chiseled
chest and his biceps strained out of the sleeves in toned dark
curves.  His big hands were on her ass and his thick lips were
locked on the woman's mouth.  Her one leg was wrapped around
him while her hands were up his shirt exploring his washboard
stomach that peaked out occasionally as the fabric rode up from her
assault on his flesh.

Neither of them seemed to notice Jamie as
she squeezed past them and slid the key card into her electronic
lock.  The light flashed red and the door would not
open.  Jamie tried the lock again - red light.  She
looked over at the public display to her right as the woman was now
trying to open up their door as well, her back turned to her
lover.  But the black man kept distracting her, running his
hands along her hips and waist and grinding his cock
against her ass.  The new bride stared at the large bulge
in his shorts that rubbed between the
white woman's buttocks over her tight gym shorts. 
The man was practically exploding out of his clothes with something
that looked much bigger than any specimen she had seen let alone
sampled.

 Jamie felt herself
blushing and tried the lock again.  Red light.  She
lightly knocked on the door, "Keith?  The key isn't working,
can you let me in?"  She looked back over at the couple who
finally noticed her; their exhibitionism ended with an
embarrassed look from the two as they pulled apart and
straightened their clothes. 

"Don't mind us, we're just having problems
with our room key," the woman told her.

Jamie smiled, "Me too."  She
turned back to knock on the door, calling louder,
"Keith!  Can you let me in?  The door won't open!"

Keith yelled back, "I'm on the toilet
still!"

Oh
great, she
thought, feeling even more embarrassed as she glanced
over her right shoulder again.  "Well, hurry up!"

The tall dark man gave a sexy lip-sucking
kiss to the woman and stepped back, "I'm going to go get a new
key.  Be right back."  He looked at Jamie, "Do you need
me to tell the front desk you are having problems too?"

"Oh, no thanks,” Jamie responded in a
sing-song voice.  “We'll get it taken care of later. 
Thanks, though."

The big black man winked at the woman with
him and walked toward the front desk, leaving the brunette and
Jamie standing there awkwardly by their respective doors. 
There was a long silence and then the younger woman
finally introduced herself, "Hi, I'm Jamie."

"I'm Carol," she responded with a
wave.

"My husband who abandoned me in the
hall is Keith.  And what's your husband's name?"

Carol checked her watch and looked impatient
as she made small talk.  "That's Victor.  How did you
know I was married?"

"Oh, your ring.  I noticed it. 
It's very pretty."

"Thanks." 

"So.... I guess we're going to be
neighbors," Jamie forced a little chuckle.

Carol looked around, "Well, we will
be for a couple hours anyway."

Jamie looked at her curiously and was going
to ask what she meant by that when Keith opened the door.

"Sorry, babe,” he apologized, “I had to
drop a load-"

Jamie just pushed him back in
the room before he could see Victor or Carol, dragging the
champagne basket behind her. 

 

*******






Jamie stepped out of the bathroom clad in a
white corset and thigh high stockings held up by a lacy white
garter belt.  Her white high heels were strappy and sexy and
definitely not what she wore to the church.  She managed to
pack her veil which she wore over her face as she strutted toward
the bed, ready to make their first wedded night together something
special.  They had been together many times, but the newlywed
was determined to make the night something to remember.  Keith
was half naked on his knees in bed with his ear pressed against the
wall.  Moans were coming from the next room; from Carol and
Victor's room.

"Are you eavesdropping on them?" Jamie
asked.

Keith sat back in bed, "No!  Not at
all.  I was just, you know- hey you look sexy..."

"Thank you.  I got this outfit just for
you. Are you ready for me, baby?"

"Wow, I'm getting hard just looking at my
sexy bride."

Jamie crawled into bed, "Hmmm, I think
somebody was getting hard spying on our neighbors.  But maybe
I can distract you tonight?"  She pulled the veil up and ran
her tongue down Keith's chest and belly and to his dick that was
poking out of his underwear.

Premarital sex had already
taken much of the mystery out of the night, but Jamie did her best
to try some oral techniques she learned from Cosmo. Her tongue
swiveled around his shaft as she gently massaged his balls in her
hand. Her new husband reacted well to her application of new
naughty knowledge and moaned in response.

“Your cock is so fucking big!” the voice
came through the wall.

Keith looked up at the
headboard as if he was going to see something, and then looked down
at Jamie. “Thanks for the compliment,” he joked.

His new bride burst out
laughing, partly because of Keith’s goofy comment but also because
he really wasn’t all that big – not that the size mattered all that
much. She made an effort to wipe the smile from her face, “I am
trying to give you a blow job, do you mind?”

“Sorry,” Keith looked down
at her. “Please continue, Mrs. Drummond.”

“Thank you, Mr. Drummond,”
she smiled back, then went back to running her lips softly against
the length of his shaft. Jamie couldn’t believe how her neighbors
were being so loud. And screaming out about Victor’s large member
was unavoidably distracting. How big is
it? Not that she was interested but given
the bulge he had in his shorts she could only imagine. But it was
nice that Carol was so complimentary of her husband’s endowment.
She was sure it did a lot to feed his ego (like any
man).

Keith pulled on her shoulders, indicating he
was ready to climb on top. She fell backwards on the bed and smiled
up at her man. “Climb on up, tiger!” she invited him loudly. He
slipped into her waiting moistness and brought his body intimately
closer. Jamie pulled him close, holding him tightly, wrapping her
stocking clad legs around his hips and doing her best to feel her
husband deeply inside of her. His erection just barely tickled her
G-spot as he struggled to get into that ideal position. It was so
close for her, just teasing her pleasure spot.

“Yes! YES! Fuck me! Harder,
Victor! CUMMING! MORE! MORE! OHHHH!” Carol was screaming through
the wall again. They were so loud that Jamie was sure they could be
heard in the hallway. What positions are
they doing that give you that kind of orgasm? she wondered.

“Do me deeper, Keith!”
Jamie shouted out, the strange feeling of competition building with
the couple next door. “Oh that’s it, baby! Harder! Faster!” She
spurred her groom to a new pace and watched the sweat beads appear
on his brow. She was so close to cumming; it was right there within
her feminine grasp. The extra speed was doing it, making up for his
lack of size, her G-spot just needed a little more stimulation, if
only he was a little bit bigger.

“Oh! Gonna cum! Uhhhhhh!” Keith let out a
loud bellow and unloaded his man juice up inside of his sexy bride.
Between her outfit, her dirty talk, the pace he was keeping up, and
the noises from next door, it was only a matter of time before he
couldn’t hold back.






*******






"Fuck! FUCK! FUCK!  YES!" the screams
from next door went on.  Keith and Jamie snuggled in the cushy
bed together and tickled each other's skin, laughing about the
mishaps at the wedding.  She looked at the clock and figured
out that they had made love for about fifteen minutes; not bad at
all for her new husband these days.  Her thoughts were
interrupted by the headboard from next door banging against the
wall and more moans.

"Wow, I guess they are still going at it,"
she said, running her hand along her husband's leg.

"Should I call the front desk and complain?"
Keith asked.  His voice was already sounding slurred from
fatigue and drinking.

That wasn’t a complaint,
Keith, she thought, that was a suggestion. "Oh, my
brave husband coming to rescue my delicate sensibilities! 
You're so sweet.  No, I'm sure they'll stop soon.  Let's
just snuggle for now." He turned around and she spooned Keith and
ran her hand along his arm and through his hair, pressing her body
against him.  Jamie glided her hand down slowly along his hips
and down to his crotch where she found his limp penis still
dribbling with cum.  She tugged at it a couple of times until
it was obvious he was asleep and then she rolled onto her back and
stared at the ceiling.

So much for my big
sexy night, she thought.  Jamie
listened to Carol and Victor continue their sexual marathon and
wondered how long they would be at it. 

 "Oh god, I'm cumming
again!  Yes!  Fuck me harder!  Harder!  Oooh,
yeah! I'm cumming on your big fat black cock!  FUCK!" 
Carol unashamedly announced her fourth orgasm to anyone in earshot
as the bedsprings continued to squeak. The blushing bride was glad
that the “black cock” comment came after Keith fell asleep. She
didn’t know for sure but was fairly certain he wouldn’t approve of
that sort of mixed race thing.

 The bed next door
seemed to be making a slow rhythmic rocking that resulted in the
headboard smacking against the wall loudly. Then a few moments
later the sounds switched to the mattress springs bouncing quickly
– very quickly. Jamie was curious about the positions they were
trying next door and found herself listening intently as the sounds
bled through the wall.  She was waiting for Victor to cum too
and it seemed like it would happen soon since his deep guttural
sounds were getting louder each passing second.  She listened
as the tall dark man bellowed out a sexy groan and then there was
silence.  Dang!  Those two
really went at it - forty five minutes! the new bride admired. I bet she
sleeps well tonight. That is one stud she
married.  She climbed out of the
bed and grabbed her travel kit from the luggage, then proceeded to
brush her teeth and remove her make-up.  Looking at herself in
the mirror she felt annoyed that Keith didn't appreciate her
outfit.  Well, he certainly enjoyed seeing her in it but he fell asleep
too fast.  Now it just seemed like such a waste of energy
to even have put it on. The sexy feeling she had wearing it was
replaced with disappointment.

Jamie picked up her head
from the sink at the sound of a voice, "Hey hurry up in here." The
blushing bride turned and looked out the bathroom into the suite
but Keith wasn't moving.

"Keith?  Are you
awake?" she called to him.  She spoke louder, "Keith, I didn't
hear you?  Are you awake?"  Thinking her new husband had
woken up she put on the veil again and walked out in her sexy white
lingerie.  "Keith?"  She touched him and he was still
asleep.  She thought that maybe he was talking in his sleep
when she realized it was Victor's voice from next door, echoing
through the vents.

"It’s 'bout time you got out of the
bathroom.  You ain't gettin' tired are ya?" Victor asked,
presumably as Carol was coming out of her own suite's bathroom.

"How could I ever get tired of that
marvelous black body of yours?" Carol finally answered.  Jamie
looked to see if Keith was still asleep then perched her ear up
against the wall.  It sounded like the two of them were going
to go again!

"Well get yo white ass over here and we'll
get on it."

"I still can't believe how hard you are
already."

"I ain't yo wimpy white
husband, you know.  You with a real man now.  A
black man."

The newlywed took a breath
as she realized that the two of them weren't married or even dating...
She was having an affair with this Victor guy!  Their
encounter in the hallway all made sense now along with everything
Carol had said.  An affair with a
black man, Jamie mused.
That would get you hung back
home.  She continued to listen
by the wall as the sounds of slurping began and Victor's deep
voice.

"Oh that's it, bitch.  Suck my black
dick.  Come on, you can get it deeper."

Carol gasped, "I can't.  It's too
big.  I can barely get the head in my mouth.  It's so
much bigger than my husband's little white dick."

Jamie couldn't believe the two of them
acting that way.  She had never heard people talk so dirty to
each other, especially a woman criticizing her own husband. 
It seemed so cruel, so awful, so... naughty...  Jamie was
surprised as well at how turned on she was.  She needed to
have sex so bad at that point but one look at her
snoring groom told her that it wasn't going to happen for
her.  It was a disappointment that her first honeymoon night
was ending up this way but soon she was sliding her fingers down
along her clit while listening through the wall. 

"Come on Victor," Carol begged, "Stick your
giant cock in my little white pussy.  I need it so bad!" 
The two began fucking again in earnest as the headboard started
slapping up against the wall again.  The reverberation of
pleasure that emanated from the suite next door was so clear now as
Jamie continued to eavesdrop. 

The new bride stood there
in her white lacy bra and garter belt, her back against the wall
and her fingers running over her hardened clit.  A drop of
pussy juice tickled her as it slid down her leg and was absorbed by
the stocking’s lacy fabric.  I'm
so wet listening to them!  She
slid two fingers into her waiting cunt and held her breath at the
feeling.  She was trying to imagine Keith pounding her on
their hotel bed the way Carol was getting it right now, but the
perverse affair next door kept creeping into Jamie's
mind…

Oooh, lying on my back
as Victor fucks me- I mean, Keith.  As KEITH fucks
me. 

Me begging for that
big black shaft- I mean, begging for my husband's average
cock.

My white stocking legs
wrapped around that ripped sexy black body- I mean Keith's round
pasty white belly.

That huge black dick stimulating my G-spot-
I mean Keith barely able to even touch my G-spot.

It was no use; the harder
she pushed her fingers inside, the more Jamie thought about Victor
fucking her.  Jamie had never fantasized about a black man
before in her life and now that she was she couldn't believe how
aroused she had become.  Knowing her new husband was
only a few feet away excited her even more in a perverse sort
of way.  He had missed the opportunity to have her more than
once on their wedding night and now she was taking matters into her
own hands.

It wasn't the romantic
love making sort of feeling that enveloped her; it was the
come-fuck-me-hard feeling she remembered having with an old
boyfriend, yet even more intense.  This was
a black man - something forbidden by her family and shunned by her
friends and certainly not a fantasy she would ever share
with her husband.  That made the fantasy all
the more powerful.  Visions of that big black body on top of
Jamie made her cum all over her fingers and let out a squeal that
she was sure would be heard by Carol or Victor or even wake up
Keith.  But as the throbbing in her head calmed down she
could hear that the couple next door was still going at it
and her husband was still dead to the world.  And
the interracial sex from next door continued.

 Wow, he's got a lot of
stamina, Jamie observed, her fingers
lightly dancing over her sensitive pussy lips.  She looked
down at her sexy outfit and over at her Keith who had rolled over
on his stomach.  I need to fuck
so bad right now!

 "Keith?"  she
whispered, climbing back into bed, shaking his shoulder. 
"Keith?  Come on, baby, I need you right now.  Wake
up!"  Her new husband mumbled something but it was clear he
was out for the night.  She looked at a big unattractive tuft
of hair growing out of his shoulder and was tempted to yank it
right out but then thought the better of it.  Instead she laid
down next to him and spread her legs.  Damn, I look sexy.  It's too bad my husband can't take
care of my wet pussy.  He's missing out.

As the bouncing and
knocking and swaying continued to emanate from next door’s bed,
Jamie spread her stocking clad legs open wide and slid her fingers
back into her hole.  It was soaked and on fire; her
pussy was aching to be slammed hard. 
She thought about how big a cock actually had to be for a
woman not to be able to get her mouth around it and –in a rare
moment of pure driven lust- shoved three fingers into her
cunt.  Jamie always used two fingers so the
third one was surprisingly tight - and felt remarkably
satisfying.  She fucked them deep up inside and
rocked her hips, shaking her own bed and moaning loudly.

Ooh, maybe I'll wake
up Keith this way, she
figured.  He can catch me
playing with myself and then pound me nice
and hard. Ooh, fuck!  Yeah, fuck me like that dirty
cheating wife next door is getting it.  Come on
Keith, wake up and catch me playing with my pussy.  It’s
so hot from listening to that naughty couple next
door... 

She listened to Victor talk dirty to
Carol, "That's it, slut.  How's it feel fucking another
man?  You likin' that black cock now.  When I'm done with
you, you won't even feel your wimp ass husband's dick!"  There
was the sound of a slap, and then another and another.

"Oh yeah, spank my ass!"
Carol yelled.  "Spank my married white ass!  I don’t even
want my husband’s worthless cock. I need a real man in me. Treat me
like your own little whore, Victor!"

Jamie rubbed her clit and
fingered herself simultaneously as she pictured the wanton sexual
act on the other side of the wall.  She looked at her husband
who was still snoring and her frustration spilled into her sexual
fantasy.  Too bad, Keith.  Too
bad you won't be fucking me tonight.  That's okay, I'll be
thinking about Victor tonight anyway.  Oh, yes... Victor's
dark sexy skin, those incredible arms, that sexy bald head, that
big black cock.  Yeah, fucking me in the same stockings I wore
at our wedding. I’ll be your whore too, Victor. Fuck me hard! Fuck
me like my husband could never do! Slam my tight little pussy on my
wedding night!

Her orgasm was even more intense than the
last as she sampled a big scoop of forbidden with a topping of
wickedness. Never before had these thoughts crossed her mind and
now she lay panting in the hotel bed wondering if she would ever be
able to stop thinking about them.












Mutual Understanding






Jamie and Keith sat down
in the dining hall to have breakfast and Jamie realized they were
sitting next to Carol and her husband. Of course, her husband
didn’t look anything like Victor. He was in his late forties,
carried some extra weight around his belly and his skin was a
patchwork of sunburned sections and pasty whiteness – no doubt a
victim of tourist activities and golfing in the warm California
sun.

Carol looked visibly uncomfortable at their
arrival but Jamie did her best to soothe the woman’s nerves. “Hey!
Keith, this is the woman I met in the hallway. Carol, right? This
must be your husband?”

“It’s nice to meet you, Keith,” she forced
another smile. “Yes, this is my husband… Here he is…”

The older man stood up and extended his hand
to the new couple, “Hi, I’m Ben.” They all shook hands and
discussed the hotel. The Stanwicks were on their way to the airport
after breakfast after a week at the resort and were not looking
forward to the snow reports back home. Keith told them about the
wedding and how they were on their honeymoon. Carol and Jamie
exchanged looks while the men spoke, the unspoken female language
of a glance that was lost on their spouses.

Keith excused himself so
he could get something from the buffet. “I’ll join you, Keith,” Ben
said standing up, patting his belly, “I think I have room for
another helping.” The two men walked off with each other leaving
the women alone to talk.

“Thanks for not saying anything. And thanks
for not judging me,” Carol whispered.

“No problem,” Jamie smiled and whispered
back. “I take it that wasn’t your hotel room either, right?”

“No, no, no. We’re on the
other side of the resort, on a different floor.”

“Just making sure I don’t say the wrong
thing during breakfast.”

“I really appreciate that. So,” Carol
paused, “I hope we weren’t too loud last night.” Her guilty grin
said it all – she knew perfectly well she was loud.

“Uhhhmm, you were pretty loud,” Jamie
answered. “But I can understand why after taking a look at him. He
was very attractive.”

“Yes, Victor is carved out
of ebony for sure. Today is our last day together and that is his
room. If you don’t want your husband to hear anything you may want
to plan something for around 3pm.”

“Oh, I see.” Jamie smirked. “You shouldn’t
have said anything. Now I am going to want to stay in the room this
afternoon.”

Carol chuckled but then noticed a serious
expression on her companion’s face. “Hmm, that’s an interesting
thought.”

“Very interesting,” Jamie echoed.

“You know we meet at the gym today at
2:30pm. Just in case you were curious.”

The husbands returned from
filling their plates at the breakfast buffet, both of them
laughing. Keith sat down and looked at his new bride, “Hey sweetie,
Ben here was saying that he had an open spot in his foursome for
the golf course here today. Do you think it would be okay if I
played the just the front nine with them? It’s a fantastic
course.”

Jamie glanced over at Carol and back at her
new groom. “Sure honey. You’ve been a good boy; I say play the
whole course. I’m sure I’ll find something to do.”

“You know we’ve been here a few days now.
Carol could probably show you some things.”

Jamie smiled.
I bet she can.







Resolution






Keith sat in the hotel
room, exhausted from the day and cycling through the various
channels. The trip was turning into a great time and he was
surprised how understanding Jamie was. She let him go and do his
own thing including playing golf two days in a row. The resort had
plenty for her to do as well he reasoned. Now she was off at the
gym and Keith got the television all to himself. Yes, their
marriage was off to a very good start if Jamie was going to be this
understanding.

As he watched the football
game he heard the couple next door going at it again. Yesterday
they had been having sex but then stopped right around the time he
got back to the hotel room from the course. The two of them must
have been going at it hard because he could hear them coming down
the hall. The first night when he and Jamie overheard their
lovemaking Keith was pretty snockered and fatigued from the long
day. Now they were doing it again only this time he could hear them
talking dirty to each other.

“Fuck me, Victor! Fuck me with your big
black cock!” the woman’s voice called out. The man grunted
something but Keith couldn’t make out what it was. The woman
screamed again, “FUCK MY MARRIED WHITE PUSSY!”

I can’t believe what’s
going on next door, Keith thought.
Some white woman is cheating on her husband with
a black dude. That’s just harsh! It’s a good thing Jamie isn’t
here. She would freak out knowing that a black man and a white
woman were the ones getting it on that first night. Man, are they
going wild in there!

The sounds continued and
Keith actually started to get hard listening to the two of them
have sex. While he was tempted to be cruel and pound on the wall to
mess up their mood (or complain to the front desk about the noise),
he found himself tugging at his cock and listening more intently to
the couple as the woman screamed out a high pitched climax. He had
heard the phrase “Once you go black you never go back” and figured
this was one woman who was definitely not coming back to her
husband. Especially after the fuck session they must have been
having all week long.

Keith jerked off faster
and felt like he was going to cum soon. He didn’t like the idea of
a black man fucking some guy’s wife (at least he didn’t think he
did) but the forbidden act was certainly something new and he was
horny. Besides,
he reasoned, Jamie was too tired for sex
the last night. I might as well get some relief. 

“More, Victor! MORE! Make
me your whore! Fuck me like my husband never could! OOOH I LOVE
YOUR BIG FUCKING BLACK COCK! I’M CUMMING!”

Keith spilled his man
juice all along his clenched fist and onto the beige high-thread
count sheets. There was no way he would tell his wife about this.
No, he definitely didn’t want his new bride hearing all that kind
of talk – who knows what kind of idea she might get. Hell, he
couldn’t tell anyone about it at all.

Reaching across the
nightstand he grabbed two tissues from the dispenser and wiped them
in between his gooey fingers. As he cleaned up the sperm from his
hand he realized how similar the woman next door sounded to his
lovely bride. There was a twinge of paranoia that kicked in but
reason won out. It can’t be her
though, he considered. Jamie was with me the first night when we heard them going at
it. Besides, she never gets that
excited. It just has to be a
coincidence.

He pulled his underwear
back up and turned the volume louder on the football
game.






** ****






When Jamie returned from
the gym, Keith could have sworn he saw a bit of his bride’s sexy
white lingerie sticking out of the gym bag she carried, but he
figured his eyes were just playing tricks on him.
That’s stupid of me. Why would she wear lingerie
to the gym?


Part III

Sarah’s Sexy
Snooping






House-sitting: Day
One






Seven days. That’s how much
time Sarah Kinsley had alone before her neighbors got back from
vacation. The list of duties was easy enough: feed the cat, water
the plants, make sure the pipes don’t freeze, pick up the mail, and
make sure the house looked occupied. She had done all of this a
couple of times before back before graduation when her friend Jenny
was still living here and she really didn’t mind checking on the
house. Besides, it meant getting away from her mom who was driving
her nuts since the Spring semester started up. While Jenny was a
good three hours away, Sarah was going to a local community college
and saving money by living with her mother and her
brother.

It was 10pm and the
nineteen year old redhead keyed in through the front door of the
Stanwick house. The cat, Rally, tried to make a bolt for it but
Sarah squeezed through the door and shut it at the last moment,
scattering all the mail from her hands onto the floor. Rally rubbed
against her leg briefly and meowed then trotted over to the empty
food bowl; the poor cat acted like it was starving.

Running through the to-do
list was simple enough and five minutes later everything was done.
Sarah tried playing with the feline but it fled the kitchen after
eating half a bowl of its kibble. The animal didn’t take to anyone
except for Jenny’s mom and tended to stay hidden when people came
to visit. She remembered chasing the calico with Jenny after school
which invariably ended with Rally hiding in the master bedroom. Now
that she was older Sarah was trying to be nicer to the animal but
no doubt it remembered her well enough.

“Rally, come here sweetie,
kiss kiss kiss!” she sang to the cat as she jogged up the staircase
and walked into the Stanwick’s bedroom. The cat darted under the
bed and Sarah jumped to grab her, barely missing her as Rally’s
tail slid through her grip.

Hisssss!

“You are ungrateful you
know that, Rally?” Sarah shouted, “I should let you starve.”
Flipping up the striped dust cover, she peered under the bed and
saw two green glowing eyes staring back at her. The teenager was
just about to give up when she had a strange notion. “You never
know what is hidden underneath people’s beds…” She had forgotten
who told her that but it tempted the girl into shuffling the items
around. That’s when she noticed a shoe box with a DVD case sticking
out of it. Hmmm,
she thought, Mister Stanwick’s secret porn
stash.

It reminded her about her
younger brother and his XXX DVDs that he had kept under his bed.
Many times she snooped in his room, checking them out, occasionally
watching them and playing with herself. That continued till the
little perv started locking his door and her fun quickly
ended.

Sarah was always poking her
nose around in other people’s things – she knew it was wrong but it
gave her a bit of a thrill finding out people’s little secrets.
Before moving out her father kept two dirty books hidden in his
sock drawer about people tying each other up then having sex; those
and a stack of Penthouse magazines under his bed. She could only
imagine what he had now that he lived on his own.

Her mom, Alice, had sexy
lingerie that she kept in the back of the closet, although she
probably hadn’t had a chance to wear any of it since the divorce
two years ago. She also kept a stack of trashy romance novels by
her bed and seemed to devour a book a week.

She even knew about her
friend Jenny’s nude pictures she found on her laptop in the file
labeled SCHOOL STUFF; they were mostly self taken shots in a mirror
of her just flashing her tits and posing in her underwear. During
the Christmas break Sarah snuck a peak when they were hanging out
with each other in Jenny’s room.

Now Sarah had lots of dirt
on Mister Stanwick. He always had porno mags hidden around the
house in the past and she and Jenny joked about them and about what
a pervert her old man was and how her mom always got upset about
it. One day Jenny and Sarah pulled a magazine out of the trash that
Mrs. Stanwick must have thrown away. They snuck it into Jenny’s
bedroom and leafed through it. Finally
Legal: All Girls Edition contained images
of exactly was it sounded like it would: eighteen year old girls
doing lesbian things with other girls.

She remembered joking
around and posing like they were in the magazine, being very silly
and flashing each other. At one point Jenny and Sarah pressed their
lips together in a mock kiss but neither of them pulled back right
away. Soon their tongues crept from behind their teeth and the two
teenagers were making out – for each their first lesbian
experience. The kiss turned to groping and went on for who knew how
long before they heard Jenny’s dad coming down the hall, sending
both girls into a panic as they broke their physical contact
quickly. Since then, neither girl ever talked about the kiss or the
magazine, but Sarah occasionally masturbated thinking about that
afternoon.

The redhead pulled the box
out from under the king sized bed, laid it on the duvet, and
carefully opened it up. She had to remember how everything was
placed in the box so she didn’t get busted. Inside the shoebox she
saw six DVDs: Gone Black and Never Going
Back, 4 Hours of Black Gang Bangs, Housewives Going Black 3, My
Mother Went Black, and Eighteen and Interracial Sex
7. What a total perv Jenny’s dad was! How
could he like watching interracial stuff? This was the same man
that told Jenny he would “string up the first nigger” that looked
sideways at her. Not like Jenny had to be told – she and Sarah
couldn’t be bothered with the black guys at school or anywhere for
that matter. And these DVDs? That shit was just gross.

A piece of paper was
underneath the movies and she pulled out the DVDs to get a better
look. It was an invoice. Sarah was curious how much Mr. Stanwick
had spent on all this crap so she unfolded it and looked it over.
$155 was the total – damn that was a lot of money for six movies of
anything. Why would he spend that kind of
dough for this kind of stuff?

Looking at the details she
saw there were seven items; there were the six DVDs she found and
below that description was another line that read
Dildo 12 Inch Black Realistic. Her eyes quickly darted to the top of the invoice and then
Sarah shouted out loud, “Holy fuck!” The name on the invoice was
‘Carol Stanwick’… Jenny’s mom! It then dawned on her that the box
was hidden under Mrs. Stanwick’s side of the bed. All of this
was her porn, not
Jenny’s dad’s like she initially thought.

The teenager couldn’t
believe the dirt she had dug up on her friend’s mom and couldn’t
wait to call Jenny. Mrs. Stanwick was the most conservative woman
in the world! One time she got pissed because her daughter used the
term ‘MILF’ – actually, she got angry when she found out what it
meant. All the girls thought it was hilarious but Jenny apparently
got an earful that night. But it turned out Mrs. Stanwick had a
dirty little secret– she had the hots for black men.
Ewwwww! Sarah thought to
herself. She even bought a black dildo to
go with her disgusting porn stash. I wonder where she hid that
dildo anyway? I bet Jenny’s dad would kill her if he
knew.

Sarah immediately turned to
the nightstand and opened up the top drawer. There was a long white
case underneath some envelopes and papers. Carefully removing the
box she opened it up and peered in at the enormous black dildo it
contained. The shaft was dark like coffee and covered in bulging
veins, the head was bulbous and dark pink rimmed by what looked
like a foreskin. Now she had never seen a foreskin before – heck
she had never seen a black cock before – but it looked completely
foreign. The sex toy was way bigger than a real cock could be. Not
that Sarah was a slut but she had been with three guys and –
although she never really measured – two of her boyfriends told her
they were ten inches long. Now looking down on the dildo in front
of her she was sure they had lied. They might have been seven
inches long at the most and probably less. This black monstrosity
was a whole fucking foot long! It dwarfed every guy she had been
with. If it wasn’t for the half empty bottle of lubricant lying
next to the toy Sarah would have sworn it would never fit inside a
woman.

But apparently it
did fit inside at least
one woman: Jenny’s mom. There was no other explanation for the
bottle of Astroglide in the same box as a giant dildo or the small
bottle of cleaning spray made especially for “adult
products”.

Like many girls, Sarah had
heard rumors of black guys being really well hung,
But everyone knows those are just rumors,
right? she asked herself. She glanced over
at the covers of the DVDs. One of them had a massive black cock
running along the top of the cover with the words “Mandingo’s 14
inch cock”. Fourteen?! That was bigger than the dildo on her lap and that was
absolutely impossible. It was just some lie that black people liked
to spread around about themselves just so they could brag. She
picked up the cover and inspected it with her face scrunched up in
disgust. Each girl in the cover art was engaged in some sex act
with what looked like gigantic cocks. Big black ones. Maybe they
were photo-shopped?

Yes, they were
photo-shopped, she thought.
When you watch the movie the black guy’s dicks
are probably all puny and gross just like I had always
figured. I’ll
prove it and watch it and then I’ll know for sure and be able to
put that rumor to rest. Sarah fumbled with
the remote control in the bedroom, turning on the TV. She couldn’t
figure out why she was trembling. It wasn’t like somebody was going
to catch her or anything. She steadied her hands and took one of
the DVDs out of its case and popped it in the player, then hit
‘play’.






Twenty minutes later, she was still watching
the movie.






“Fuck my white pussy!” the
girl on the screen called out. The black guy was hammering into the
blonde porn star with fervor and her face was contorted in a way
that conveyed the sensation of deep pleasure. It was the fifth
scene Sarah had scanned through and sure enough each cock was as
big as it looked on the cover. That just
can’t be!

Sarah skipped backwards to
the second scene again with the biggest guy. The cover said 14
inches and from the looks of things it was accurate. The dark
haired girl was practically worshipping the man’s dong, putting her
little mouth over the head and doing her best to blow him. Sarah
remembered giving her boyfriend Tom (the biggest guy she had ever
been with) a BJ and being able to slide her mouth down more than
half his length. This girl in the movie could barely get past his
cock head and she could slide both hands generously along his
length still. Sarah remembered how much better it felt to have a
big cock like Tom’s inside her and how it made her orgasm vaginally
for the first time. What would
that thing feel
like? She wondered. If it weren’t black I would be all over that guy’s
dick.






*******






Over a half hour since she
started watching the movie, Sarah could no longer deny it. Her
nineteen year old pussy was soaking her panties, her nipples were
pressing against her bra, and her clit was throbbing. With sweaty
palms she fumbled with her pants and pulled them down with her
bikini around her ankles. As soon as she touched her clit Sarah
began breathing heavier as the sexual tension that had been
building cascaded along her skin. This is
so wrong… she thought. Why am I watching this? What is happening to me?

Her pale thighs were moving
along the bed spread, her fingers rapidly attacking her clit, her
eyes fixed on the TV screen as the fourteen inch black dick of
Mandingo split the porn star in two. She couldn’t even take the
whole length up inside of her, he was so big! It didn’t seem to
matter to her though – the girl screamed out another orgasm as she
took that superhuman dark colored dick inside of her. Becky bit her
bottom lip as her petite body spasmed. She repressed a squeal as
the dirty feeling washed over her sweet young skin and filled her
stomach with butterflies. I’m cumming
looking at a huge black cock… So dirty… So bad…






Sarah ran across the
cul-de-sac and quietly crept in the side of her house. She almost
made it to her door when her mom peaked out from the
bathroom.

“Sarah, I was thinking you got lost over
there at Ben and Carol’s place. What took you so long?”

“Oh, I was just playing with Rally,” Sarah
lied. “He is all alone over there and needed some company.”

“For an hour? I didn’t think that cat liked
anyone.”

“Yeah, he’s starting to
like me now.”

“Well, that’s good, Sarah. You know Carol
said you could spend as much time over there as you wanted. It
would help the cat feel less lonely and it would be nice if you
took care of him properly.”

“I guess I’ll have to spend
more time over there tomorrow. Thanks, mom!”







House-sitting:
Day Two






Friday was Sarah’s light day at college with
only three classes that ran back to back from 10am to 1pm. She
spent the morning on the phone with two of her girlfriends who
gossiped about Sarah’s ex-boyfriend dating “some total slut”. She
told them how Tom had a little dick and his new girlfriend would be
as disappointed as she was when she found out.

On the way out to the car
she glanced over at the Stanwick’s house. I really should feed Rally before I go to
class, she considered. Deep down she knew
she was making an excuse to go snooping again but she went in
anyway. Rally once again tried to escape but was thwarted as the
teenager yelled at the cat and scared it enough to send it
backwards about ten feet. Water the
plants, feed the cat, clean the litter…

Sarah finished up the task
list and then went back into the Stanwick’s bedroom. She pulled the
DVDs out again and looked over the invoice. It was dated December
15th which meant Jenny’s mom only had these things for a little
while. Just over a month, and yet the lube bottle was half empty?
Wow, she must have been using that thing every day!

She pulled the white box out again and tried
touching the toy; it was rubbery, flexible, but had a rigid quality
like a real cock. Sarah pulled it out of the box tentatively and
felt it in her hands – it was heavy and solid and her fingers could
barely touch as she wrapped them around its girth. Just holding it
made the redhead squirm with sexual frustration, her mind still
reeling from last night’s masturbation session. Even after going
home and climbing into bed, Sarah couldn’t sleep until she rubbed
her clit again to a quick climax. Her brain was filled with images
of black men fucking white women as she came.

I have about ten minutes I
can spare before I need to leave for class,
she told herself. Eighteen and Interracial
Sex seemed to slide into the DVD player on
its own as Sarah pulled off her clothes and lay naked in the bed.
She chaptered through the various scenes until she found one with
two attractive girls about her age who were fucking a black man
with deep dark chocolate skin and a beautiful cock. Before watching
these movies, Sarah always felt the male penis was a curious thing,
but the black ones were not only bigger but sexier looking. They
had an air of mystique to them; a forbidden quality that had lit a
fire deep in her nineteen year old body. The girls in the movie
took turns riding cowgirl on the male star and Sarah’s ability to
resist using the dildo next to her weakened with each deep thrust
and every moan in the film. She had never used an adult toy in her
life but many of her friends had them and said they were
fun.

“You ain’t fuckin no white boys when I’m
done wit you girl,” the guy in the movie was saying as he pounded
away at the first blonde. The second blonde was sliding her hands
all over her friend’s body and admiring the hammering the first
girl was getting.

I’ll just try it one
time, Sarah told herself as she squeezed
the lube onto the black dildo and ran her hand over it. She felt
her own cunt lips and realized that she was plenty wet. Pushing the
dildo up against her tight pussy she realized it wasn’t going in,
not without a fight anyway. Her body was telling her that a dick
this big would be impossible to fit, but her eyes kept gazing at
the black guy on the screen and how his giant tool pleasured the
girls to screaming orgasms over and over.

Sarah rubbed her clit while
holding the toy in the other hand and pushed slowly but
forcefully. Damn, this hurts!
she told herself, but curiosity had gotten the
best of her and she needed to know what it was going to feel like.
She had to experience it at least once. Her tightness finally gave
way and the head passed into her.

“Oh fuck!” she said aloud,
breathing heavy as she worked through the pain-pleasure combination
that was overwhelming her senses. This
thing is so big! I can’t believe I got it in me!
After a few moments she began pumping it very
slowly and shallowly, careful not to take it out – there was no way
to be sure it would ever go in again. As each stroke of the toy got
deeper and longer, the pain receded and left in its place a
pleasure unequaled in her entire life. The feeling of a truly large
cock sent the redhead’s pussy into overload as she watched the porn
movie and the interracial act continue.

The blonde teenage girl on the screen was
talking dirty while she got slammed over and over, “Fuck me with
that beautiful black cock! I love black cock! Fill up my little
white pussy!”

The black guy responded in kind with “Yeah,
I love fuckin white girls. You all so NASTY! MMMM!”

She couldn’t hold out any longer as the
shock wave of pleasure rippled over her and made her scream out.
The cat jumped out from under the bed and skedaddled out of the
room as Sarah rolled around on the bed groaning in delight. Slowly
she extracted the dildo out of her pussy and breathed in relief.
Never had anything filled her up so completely, made her feel so
much like a woman. It was no wonder Mrs. Stanwick liked these
movies and this toy.

Looking at the clock she realized she had
just missed her first class. She would be fifteen minutes late if
she left at that moment and she still had to put everything away.
However, if she left right now she would be sitting around on
campus in the cold weather for forty minutes It made no sense to
leave just then; she might as well relax and enjoy the morning…






*******






It was 4pm when Sarah finally got done
watching most of the movies, having skipped every class so that she
could pleasure herself over and over. DVD cases and disks were
discarded all over the bed. There was a giant wet spot on the
sheets where a mixture of personal lubricant and the nineteen year
old girl’s pussy juices had soaked in. The black dildo was slick
with her fluids and discarded between her thighs. Sarah’s cunt was
puffy and as red as her own pubic hair; her eyes were strained, her
mouth dry, and her stomach empty.

I need to fuck a black guy
so bad now, she mused, to be enveloped by all that smooth dark skin and get pounded
by a thick black cock. The fire had been
set inside of her and the movies weren’t going to be enough. Her
mom could never find out but she needed to experience it at least
once, or twice, or four times. Hell, she would do it as often as
she could get away with, but living with her family would make it
next to impossible.

Of course there was always
the weekend. Yes, I could use this house if I was really
careful. Sarah thought about the small
window of opportunity she had to take advantage of her
home-away-from-home as she cleaned the dildo that had brought her
so much pleasure all day. Her pussy was so sore but it felt good at
the same time; the conflict of sensations was really what added the
extra spice of the fantasy: feeling good and naughty, soreness and
relief, liberated and repressed. She cleaned up the room and then
went home to eat a late lunch before her mom got home.

“What were you doing at the neighbor’s house
all day?” her brother asked.

Sarah jumped when she realized he was
sitting on the sofa playing his X-Box. “Crap, you scared me,
Brian!” Like Sarah, her brother had red hair and was somewhat
short. They were Irish twins, being born eleven months apart.

“Pay more attention, dumb-ass. So why did
you ditch classes today? Does mom know?”

He was already digging for dirt, like all
siblings typically do. “Why are you spying on me?” She had to
figure out what he knew.

“I’m not spying on you.
Your car has been parked in front of the house all day. It doesn’t
take a genius to figure out you never left. Since you
weren’t here you
had to be over there.”

“How do you know I just didn’t get a ride to
campus?”

“Because you would have just said so.” He
turned around and looked at his sister, “So what are you doing over
there?”

“I was just watching TV and playing with
their cat. I wanted to just be alone today, okay?”

Brian turned back to his game, “I don’t
care. I just was curious.”

“Why don’t you go over to your girlfriend’s
place instead of playing with yourself all day?”

“Yeah, you’re one to talk,” Brian retorted,
keeping his eye on the screen as the explosions from his game
detonated across the screen.

“What the hell do you mean by that?” she
responded angrily. Had he actually spied on her? Or was he just
being an ass?

“Nothing at all,” he answered.

“Are you mad at me about something?” she
asked. He didn’t answer. Sarah made herself a sandwich and went and
hid in her room, assessing if her brother had known more than he
was saying or just being a snoop like always. If anything was going
to throw a wrench into her plans, it was Brian.






*******






She and her friends had
gone to a restaurant and hung out, just chatting about guys and sex
and school and the latest gossip and more sex and more guys. Only
one of her friends was over twenty one so getting into a typical
club wasn’t going to happen, but they had one place called Haps
where they stopped serving alcohol at 1am and they let in the
younger crowd in the early hours of Saturday morning. It would be
packed in there but Sarah begged the other girls to go with her
that night. Her ‘bff’s Tiffani and Angela agreed to accompany her
there and Sarah got excited over the idea of getting to the club.
Normally she complained to her friends about going to the club but
when she remembered that there were a lot of black guys there she
decided to change her tune.

While they were eating and
laughing and being silly, one interracial couple walked in and sat
across the restaurant in a small booth. Her whole table went into
low whispers about the black guy and the white woman who
accompanied him.

“Do you ever notice you
never see white guys dating black women?” Angela asked.

“That’s not true, I see it sometimes,” one
of the other girls whispered back.

“Duh! Of course it happens,
but most of the
time it is a black guy and a white girl though.”

“Why is that?” Tiffani asked innocently.

“It’s because they have
bigger dicks, stupid,” Sarah blurted out. All five girls burst out
laughing, not believing what their normally reserved friend had
said. The conversation went on and on and each girl asked the other
would they ever date a black guy. All of them said no, but Sarah
shocked them all with a “probably”. The conversation went to ex
boyfriends from there but her pussy tingled every time she stole a
glance of the interracial couple kissing in the small booth and she
got hornier with each passing minute. She loved the idea of her old
boyfriend catching her at a restaurant with a handsome black man,
or maybe fucking a black guy while her ex spied on her from across
the room. The perverse ideas from the movies and the conversation
mixed delightfully in her mind and made her womanly parts ache for
pleasure.












House-sitting:
Day Three






1am rolled around and the
three girls stood in line at Haps, waiting in the freezing cold
weather to get in. They huddled together, teeth chattering while
the club security wanded everyone going in with their metal
detectors set to vibrate and beep– the noise of the music and
cheers from inside left no room for error when searching for
weapons. Somebody had been knifed two years before and since then
they checked everybody to see if they were packing. Sarah was
beginning to regret wearing the short skirt she picked out but she
had wanted to show off her ass and legs. At nineteen she was still
a little self conscious about her breasts, barely filling in a B
cup. However, there were few girls who had a nicer ass than she; it
stuck out just enough to catch the attention of plenty of guys but
didn’t come with all the baggage that a lot of girls seemed to
carry. She was a tiny girl, no doubt about it. But the fire inside
was stoked and she was ready to take on the biggest man she could
find.

When they finally got past the metal
detectors the doors opened to the sounds of loud hip hop, the feel
of body heat from five hundred people, and the smell of alcohol and
sweat. Even though there was no more alcohol being served, there
were spilled drinks all over the floor and occasionally on some
people’s clothes. A lot of people were starting to clear out but
with the cold weather many more were just staying put, happy to be
warm and in good company.

Tiffani was hanging their
coats on chair backs while Angela and Sarah went out on the dance
floor and loosened up for the night. There were a lot of good
looking guys all around, but the redhead was looking for a specific
kind of man. It didn’t take long and soon she was staring and
smiling at a tall, lean, basketball player type with brown skin and
piercing eyes. She made sure she tossed her hair around and swayed
her tight skirt in his direction. She was nervous as could be on
the inside but careful not to show it on the outside.

Her friends noticed her flirtations as well
and called her out on them. “Sarah’s gonna get in trouble tonight…”
Angela teased.

“I really hope so,” she yelled back over the
music, watching the black guy work his way over to her slowly. He
was taking his time and it drove her crazy waiting for him to break
from his friends and talk to her.

“Are you crazy?” Tiffani asked her in her
ear. “That guy not the type you bring home to meet your mom.”

“Don’t worry, Tiff, I think
I can handle him.”

“You sure? He looks dangerous. Like a gang
member or something.”

“I think he looks fine. Really fine.”

Tiffani watched the black
guy circling toward their girl-huddle like a predator going in for
the kill and Sarah was practically welcoming it. She had mentioned
that she would probably sleep with an “African American” when they
were at dinner, but Tiffani had no idea her friend actually meant
it. “Promise me you’ll call me tonight no matter what, okay?
Promise.”

“Okay, I promise.” Sarah
broke away from the safety of her friends and was dancing all by
herself. Her heart was pounding in her chest as her ebony predator
began rhythmically moving next to her. She smiled and looked him up
and down but her nerves were getting the best of her.
I shouldn’t do this, I shouldn’t do this.
But soon they were grinding against each other on
the dance floor anyway. She caught a glimpse of Tiffani and Angela
staring at her wide eyed and shocked before the crowd blocked them
from view again.

Sarah could tell her fair
skin was flushed and it felt like the electricity building up
between the two of them would kill them both. I need him so bad. I need see every square inch of that dark
brown skin. I need it hard and rough. He
broke the silence of their erotic dance and leaned over to talk in
her ear, “You wanna get outta here?”

“Definitely,” Sarah
replied. “My parents are out of town if you want to go someplace
quiet. My name is Jenny.” And with that name-changing deception she
and her soon-to-be-lover Derrick eased out of the club.






*******






The silence of the Stanwick
house was once more broken by the sounds of interracial sex. This
time, however, they didn’t come from the television in the master
bedroom or from the computer in the office, but from the daughter’s
room down the hall. Jenny’s room was still furnished as if she
lived there and in fact would house the college student in four
months when summer break came. Most of her clothes and personal
effects were at her college dormitory, but a few picture frames and
incidentals made the room believably occupied. With his eye on some
red haired white pussy, Derrick never noticed the difference.
Besides, all of the DVDs and the toy were still out in the open on
the master bed and Sarah was still not fully confident in sharing
every last detail… Not yet.

They rolled around on the
bed with his black cock poking out of his boxer shorts and rubbing
against her panties as he sucked on her small breasts.
I am going to finally do it. My first black boy.
So secret. So dirty. So-

Her cell phone rang and
startled the two of them out of their embrace. “Sorry!” Sarah told
Derrick, “It’s my friend Tiffani. She’s just calling to check on
me. Give me one second, okay?”

Sarah sat at the edge of
the bed and opened her phone, “Hey Tiffani. Sorry I didn’t text
you.”

“You had me totally nervous. Are you okay?”
Tiffani was lying in her own bed reading, unable to sleep because
of her worries for her friend. The black guy she left with looked
dangerous and definitely looked like trouble. She didn’t want to
judge her friend but interracial relationships were not a good idea
and she wanted to stop her friend. “Is he with you?”

“Yeah, he’s here. His name
is Derrick.” Almost on queue, Derrick started running his hands
over her hips and waist and kissing her neck. She could feel his
body heat behind her and closed her eyes at his touch. “I’m okay. I
mean, better than okay.”

“Where are you?”

“At my house,” Sarah lied. She hadn’t told
Tiffani her plan. “You know, across from Sarah’s place?”

“What?” Tiffani thought for
a moment, then realized Sarah was posing as Jenny and using her
unoccupied house to do it. “Oh my god! You are at Jenny’s place?
Are you sure you aren’t going to get caught? When will they be
back?”

“Don’t worry. My parents
won’t be back for a couple days. Mmmmmmm…” Sarah felt Derrick’s
hands slide between her legs and rub her clit.

“Did I call in the middle
of things? Are you two like actually having sex right
now?”

“Not yet… Mmmmm…”

“You know he’s black, right?” It was a
stupid question but it was out of her mouth before she could think
twice.

“Oh I know he is,” Sarah moaned. “Listen,
I’ve got to go. I’ll call you tomorrow.” She dropped the phone and
turned to meet her dark seducer. Their bodies intertwined as they
slipped under the covers.

The twin bed could barely
hold their passion as Sarah’s teenage pussy was penetrated for the
first time by a black cock, and once it pierced her she swore it
wouldn’t be her last. He was a bit shorter than the dildo and about
the same width, but the feel of a real black cock was so much
better than the toy. Being a bad girl was doing things to her,
making her think about things she never considered. She loved the
fact that her mom was right across the street, oblivious that her
little angel was getting it hard and rough from a black boy from
the wrong side of town.

There was nothing about the
moment that was colorblind. It was all about the race. She wanted
to explore his blackness, to watch the contrast of their sex, to
witness her own trimmed red pubic hair spreading and that beautiful
milk chocolate dick fill her up. For Derrick it was no different.
White girls were always more exciting and he knew their lust was
often about experiencing the forbidden. He was twenty four years
old and this nineteen year old would be one of many white girls;
his first redhead though. Her pale skin was a turn-on and a
conquest to be had. His goal was to give her a night so hot she
would be on tap for as long as he wanted. This Jenny girl would
be his.

She wrapped her legs around
him and pushed against his manhood, doing everything she could to
feel him deeply. And deep he was too. Despite being a little
shorter than the dildo, there was always some portion of that toy
Sarah had to hold onto. With Derrick it was all inside of
her. Every hot sexy black inch.
And it’s all mine, she
thought. All this naughty black dick is
deep inside my white pussy and I love it.
The fact that she was fucking him in her girlfriend’s bed somehow
made it all the more exciting.

“Take it deep, girl,” he was whispering to
her. “Yeah, take all that in. That’s the way you need it, ain’t
that right, Jenny?”

Sarah was still getting
used to being called ‘Jenny’ and took a moment to respond. That and
the feeling of the moment was overwhelming to her young body.
Derrick caught an angle that rubbed up against her G-spot and she
went wild with pleasure. Tom had managed to hit it too, but those
moments were few and far in between. “More! Right there! FUCK!
FUCK! YES!” She was so glad she didn’t have to hide her screams of
passion like the times before when she was with an old boyfriend.
Before she and her boyfriend would be doing it in some car or in
her bedroom when everyone was asleep and silence was mandatory. But
this time she could let it all go, giving herself wholly to her
chocolate lover as he pierced her with his manhood. But Sarah
realized that with Derrick she couldn’t have been quiet if she
tried; the intoxicating sensation was too much for her and her body
reverberated with orgasmic deliciousness. “CUMMING!!”

“You liked that, huh?”
Derrick asked, pumping slowly in and out still. Sarah was shaking
still and his marvelous cock making its slow movements inside of
her kept the sensation raw.

“Yea- let me- wait-” she
couldn’t complete a thought as she thrashed underneath his dark
body. She was a fish on a hook, prey trapped in the claws of a
predator, her tender white body held fast between his strong arms
and stiff cock. He kissed her on the mouth and stifled her
incoherent words and the only sounds that could be heard from Sarah
were high pitched and muffled from their deep kiss. As he rolled
his hips against her thighs she could feel another ripple of
pleasure that was building once again and she was shocked at how
fast and hard it was coming. Derrick broke his kiss and ran his
hands down her body and over her tight butt. With her ass cheeks
firmly in his grip he pumped her deeply and forced a wail from the
petite teenager, “FUCK MEEEE! YESSSS!”

Finally Derrick stopped his
gyrations, but he was breathing hard and staring at her hungrily.
He needed to cum and one thing she needed to see after all those
movies was that dick up close. Acting boldly, she coaxed him out of
her aching cunt and had him straddle her chest. After pulling the
condom off his long rod, she rubbed her hands along his cock,
studying each ridge and curve intently. Her lover shuddered in
response to her soft hands jacking off his length and he grabbed
her hair and pushed his cock head into her mouth. She licked and
sucked the head and tasted her first black cock.

And her first uncircumcised guy as well.

Her first time having sex on the first date
– if it could even be called a date.

Her first black
boy.

It was definitely a day of firsts.

Sarah had every intention
of having him again, or maybe another black lover, or both. She
wanted it to last as long as she could. She stared up into the dark
eyes of her Negro and jacked him off faster, admiring his developed
stomach muscles and lean dark body. “This is my first time with a
black guy,” she told him teasingly, “but I hope it won’t be my last
time.”

“Damn!” Derrick called out,
shooting his load all over the redhead’s face. Thick ropes of
sticky white covered her face from her hair down to her chin and
she closed her eyes as another shot from his cock covered her one
eyelid, nose, and mouth. Her face was covered in his cum and he
reveled in the sight of her white face with his black cock rubbing
his cum all over it.

Sarah couldn’t believe the
mess and tried not to taste it, but there was so much cum it
slipped between her soft lips and touched her tongue with its
saltiness. This was another first for her and despite being
surprised by the sheer volume of sperm, it was a tremendous turn on
to act so boldly. His stiffness never waned in her little fist and
she knew that the night had just begun.






******






Sarah woke up in Derrick’s
arm as the Saturday morning light began to creep through the blinds
of Jenny’s bedroom. Their night was exhaustive and sweaty and
filled with a passion she had never known. There was nothing
romantic or loving that confused the mood – it was raw and purely
sexual. The prowess of her black lover was certainly not in
question with their intercourse stopping only when he ran out of
the three condoms he carried. Even then, she serviced his delicious
dick with her mouth and hands once more after her pussy was
satisfied. He deserved it after the education he provided for her
fair body.

But now it was time for her stud to leave.
Jenny Stanwick was about to transform back into Sarah Kinsley, like
a very adult version of Cinderella. The clock was chiming and the
magical night was over.

“Hey, Derrick,” she spoke
softly. “Derrick, you have to get up and go.”

“Hey, wassup?” he said, grabbing her and
pulling her close for a kiss.

She pulled away after he nibbled on her ear
for a few seconds, not wanting to lose herself in the moment once
again. “Hey, stop. Listen, you have to go.”

“Now? It’s…” he looked at his watch, “Six
AM!? What the hell? I thought you parents were out for the
weekend.”

She got up and grabbed her clothes, turning
her back on him. “They are, but the neighbors sometimes come by
early to check on things and I don’t want them seeing anyone they
don’t know.”

“You mean a
black guy in their
neighborhood.”

“I didn’t say that.”

“But it’s true.”

“No…”

“Yeah, whatever.” Derrick
got up and pulled his clothes on.

“Derrick, wait, it’s-” he
turned around and looked at her. “Okay, listen, my parents would
kill me if they knew I was seeing a black guy. But I do want to see
you again.” She ran her hands along his stomach and chest and
leaned in to kiss him. He kissed her back but it wasn’t the
passionate kiss he had given her a few hours before.

“You mean FUCK again, right?” he grabbed her
hands.

“Don’t you? Last night was
amazing. I mean the best I’ve ever had. I really want to see you
tonight. I’ll make it worth your while…” She rubbed her other hand
over his crotch and kissed his chest. She kept it up until she felt
him get hard, then pushed him back. “Now I need you to get out and
I’ll call you tonight, okay?”

Cock
tease, Derrick thought. “All right, all
right. Gimme your number.” He took her number and punched it into
his cell phone, calling it to make sure her cell phone rang; there
was no attempt to hide his distrust. There was something about this
girl that was off, something out of place. But once his suspicions
were quelled there was no reason to hang; he then made a quiet exit
from the house with another conquest under his belt. Sarah watched
from the window by the front door and then –when she was sure none
of the neighbors had seen anything- ran across the street. She
slipped quietly into the house, got undressed, and climbed into her
own bed. The sheets were cold against her feet and beck but her
soft pajamas started to warm her as she thought about the night
with Derrick. That was so much better a porn movie, she thought.
That black body was just fucking fantastic! How long were we at it?
She grabbed her phone to see what time Tiffani called, scrolling
down past Derrick’s call to see when she rang. When she reached the
line that said TIFFANI she clicked on it and it read 2:15 AM - 57
MINUTES.

Fifty seven
minutes? she wondered. How is that possible? Even if I didn’t hang up it wouldn’t
stay connected unless Tiffani forgot to hang up too. Or maybe she
was listening in… The thought of her
prudish friend listening to her have sex excited her voyeuristic
side and Sarah touched her clit, rubbing it in circles slowly. She
closed her eyes and thought about Tiffani and even hoped that her
girlfriend had listened and masturbated to every pleasurable moment
as Derrick slid his black cock into her white pussy. Sarah’s bed
warmed considerably as her lusty thoughts infused her body with
heat.




House-sitting:
Day Four






“Yeah I’m just waiting for
him to come over,” Sarah told her friend as she lay on the bed in
the master bedroom. She had on a sheer white baby doll she had
bought at Frederick’s of Hollywood that afternoon when she went to
the mall. She felt bad for treating Derrick so poorly, but her mom
would never allow her to date somebody outside of her race. And
dating wasn’t exactly the first thing on the redhead’s mind; the
fact of the matter was that she was tired of being the good girl
type and his dark brown skin grinding up against hers all night
made her feel oh so very bad. Sarah was planning on making it up to
him by wearing some sexy lingerie and talking dirty like the girls
in the movies did. The guys seem to like the dirty talk so she
watched a couple porn scenes and listened to the girls talking to
the male porn stars as they got fucked.

When she called Derrick he
didn’t answer at first. She called back a couple more times and
eventually he picked up the phone, “What?”

“Hey Derrick, it’s me, you
know, Jenny,” Sarah told him. She was nervous since he sounded
annoyed with her. She was afraid he wasn’t going to come over. “I
was wondering if you wanted to come by again tonight?”

“Yeah, I dunno.” There was some sounds in
the background like he was in a car but the worst part was that was
all she could hear. He wasn’t saying anything.

Sarah decided to put her practice to work
and turned up the volume of the porn movie and just moaned softly,
“Mmmm, are you sure? I’m awfully lonely.”

“Oh yeah? Wuddaya doin?” he
asked.

“Oh, nothing. Just watching
this dirty movie on my mom’s bed, playing with my little white
pussy.” She was baiting him and Derrick took to it as she had
hoped. He started talking about how he might come by for a little
while to spend time with her.

“I hope you hurry. I’m watching this dirty
movie with a big black guy fucking this white girl and it has me so
hot. I just don’t know if I can control myself for much
longer.”

Derrick hung up the phone
after telling her he’d be right over. The girl was a freak for
sure, and she was just what he was expecting, another white girl
looking for a night with a brother. He was pissed about her kicking
him out that morning, but he wasn’t about to turn down a piece of
ass. Especially a little redhead princess like Jenny. Her daddy had
probably kept her under lock and key, but like many white girls she
was interested in rebelling and that meant tonight was another
lucky night for him. Besides, with the way this girl was worked up
over going black, it wouldn’t be long before she started seeking
out some other company and Derrick wanted her fresh.

So Sarah went back home to
eat dinner and told her mom she would be out late again at
Tiffani’s place and that her friend was picking her up. Neither of
them questioned her as she went out the door and disappeared again
across the street into the Stanwick house. Once there, she pulled
the baby doll she purchased from her purse and spruced herself in
the mirror. She brushed her hair and made sure her make-up was
perfect and her nails were done. She sprayed on her favorite
perfume and went back to watching the movies. She had seen them all
at least once, but they still got her hot. She tried not to play
with herself too much – Sarah wanted to build up that sexual
tension as much as possible before Derrick showed. Of course she
failed at not masturbating… twice. Each time she reasoned she had
to keep playing with herself to get back in the mood. It
worked.

That’s when Tiffani
returned her call. “Aren’t you worried about your mom or brother
finding out? I mean all they have to do is look out the window and
you are busted.”

“Yeah, a little,” Sarah told her. “But he
said he’s going to park around the corner. They won’t notice
anything I hope.”

“So… Is it true?” Tiffani asked.

Sarah smiled; her friend
was digging for information, wondering what it was that made Sarah
cum repeatedly for three hours. “Is what true?”

“You know, about black guys. You seem to
have this new experience none of us know anything about. Is it
better?”

“Tiffani, you have no idea.
I have no idea how I ever thought Tom was any good in bed. I mean,
Derrick is only my first black guy, but if he is average than they
are way better than white guys. And bigger too.”

Tiffani cleared her throat, “Bigger? How
much bigger?”

“I guess it all depends on how small your
boyfriend is. Why? Is Greg not doing it for you in the bedroom?

“No. I mean yes. Yes, he is. Sex with Greg
is really, really nice. He’s very tender.”

“Oh, how sweet. Well,
Derrick was anything but tender. He was rough and powerful and-”
There was a rap on the door and Sarah sat up straight, “Hey,
somebody’s knocking.”

“Okay, well have a good time,” Tiffani told
her. “Call me in the morning.”

“No, stay on the phone for a sec until I
make sure it is him at the door. Hold on.” Sarah put the phone down
on the night stand behind a book so it couldn’t be seen from the
bedroom doorway. Then she trotted over to the front door and peaked
out the window. Her black lover had returned to service her! The
teenager opened the door wearing only the baby doll and grabbed him
by his chilled hands. He was wearing a thick jacket with the Bulls
logo on the chest and a black knit cap pulled low over his head.
She could see his breathe coming from his luscious thick lips.

“Damn, it’s cold out
tonight.” Derrick complained.

“I know. Don’t worry. I’ll
figure a way to warm you up.” She closed the door behind them and
then pulled him close for a kiss. The wonderful feel of his tongue
sliding against hers was interrupted when he ran his cold hands
along her thighs. “EEECK! You’re freezing! Go run your hands under
some warm water and then join me in the bedroom upstairs. We’ll be
in the big bed tonight.”

“Is that your mom and dad’s
room?” he asked. Keeping the lie going, Sarah nodded and went to go
wait for him.

Derrick went to the
bathroom and relieved himself. Looking around he took in all the
niceties of the home; the matching hand towels hanging on the
stained gold bar, the sea shell shaped soaps that nobody seemed to
ever use, the color coordinated wallpaper that matched… everything.
He found a bottle of soft soap and used that instead.

She could here the water
running from down the hall as Sarah jumped into the bed and did a
last minute check to make sure everything was in place. Leaning
over, she picked up the phone. “I’m back, it’s him,” she whispered
to Tiffani.

“Okay,” her girlfriend responded. “Just be
careful, okay? I get worried for you.”

“Hey Tiff’, wait a second.”

“What?”

“Just hold on for a few more minutes,
okay?”

“Why? Is everything okay?”

“Yes, everything is fine. Just hold on for
like three minutes okay?” Sarah put the phone down again and
positioned herself on the bed with her fingers rubbing her pussy as
she watched the porn movie. She turned up the volume a bit more,
wondering if (and hoping that) Tiffani could hear everything.

When Derrick walked in he
had a funny grin on his face as he looked at his nineteen year old
conquest. “What are you doin’, girl?”

“Just being a bad little
white girl watching all these naughty movies. That big black cock
looks so sexy going in and out of that girl, don’t you think,
Derrick?” With that she slipped two fingers into her hole and
fingered them slowly. She looked up at the brown skinned man she
had invited over and noted he was completely nude. His pleasure
giving cock was rigid and would have stood straight out except for
being so heavy. “Mmm, speaking of big black cocks, I hope you are
interested in straightening me out.”

Derrick was getting used to
this being all about the racial contrast. This little thing had
some serious jungle fever and wanted a good fuck; who was he to say
no? He figured this is what she was all about that first night and
this second night just confirmed his suspicions. This Jenny girl
wanted to get something she was lacking from her white boys. He
climbed onto the bed and let his dick bob toward her freckled face.
She stuck her tongue out and guided his cock head into her mouth
while squeezing her little tits in his hands. Her fingers were
buried in her tight snatch her sweet little white outfit just
accentuated her whiteness. A few moments into “Jenny’s” seduction
and he had dropped all the concerns over being treated
differently. Fine. She wants to use me,
I’ll use her. I’m good with that.

A few minutes later Sarah
and Derrick were locked in a sixty-nine position with his cock
sticking straight up in the air like a shadowy flag pole. While his
tongue and fingers probed her wet slit, she licked along his shaft
and squeezed it in her hands. The best part about the position was
that she could see her cell phone, however, and the minutes ticking
by as CONNECTED. Tiffani was sitting on the other end of the phone,
listening to every exquisite moment and Sarah made sure her friend
had something to listen to. She moaned louder, groaned more often,
and made sure to profess her lust for her interracial
act.

“Derrick, I just love
sucking your big black dick. It’s so much bigger than my old
boyfriend’s little white thing. So sexy. So naughty. I can’t wait
to feel it deep inside of me. Mmmmm, yes! Lick me. Get it all wet
and ready for you to fuck my little white hole.”

As the night went on,
Derrick pleasured her body over and over again. Their opposite skin
tones mixed and tumbled across the bed as Sarah opened her body
fully to this sexy black man who she had sought out. His hip
motions were so smooth, his strokes long and fulfilling, his dark
hands touching every square inch of her fair skin. In between
positions she would glance at the phone and see that it still
showed CONNECTED.

22 MINUTES

34 MINUTES

51 MINUTES

97 MINUTES

Tiffani was definitely
listening to her have sex and Sarah was getting off on the idea of
her friend’s voyeuristic phone call almost as much as the
interracial sex. She talked to Derrick in such naughty ways just to
encourage his aggressiveness.

“Ooooh, yeah,” she would say, “fuck me like
the dirty little white girl I am…

“…Make me want black cock
from now on…

“…Fuck my white pussy with
your big black dick in my daddy’s bed.”

And the more she talked
dirty the harder Derrick would pump her. It was like he enjoyed the
forbidden nature of their coupling as much as she did and her
playing the part of the naughty white girl worked magic on her
chocolate man. At one point he grabbed onto her long red hair and
pulled it back hard while he slammed into her doggie style.
Derrick’s balls were slapping against her clit and his dick was
ramming deep inside her wet hole. He started yelling out, “You like
that black dick, huh? How you think your daddy would like it
knowin’ his little princess was gettin’ some black cock in his own
bed?”

The orgasm sent a shiver
from her soaked cunt, up her spine, all the way to her teenage lips
as she squealed in delight. She was overwhelmed by the pleasure
coursing through her but Derrick wasn’t finished just yet. He had
latched onto her hips with one hand while pulling her hair with the
other, slamming her faster as he went. He let out a mighty bellow
as his load shot into the condom and filled the tip like a creamy
water balloon. She slid off his cock like a piece of well cooked
meat falling off a knife; her arms gave out and she flopped onto
the bed exhausted and satisfied. Soooo
good. When Sarah finally opened her eyes
again she looked at the phone and saw it read:

DISCONNECTED 113 MINUTES

Sarah smiled perversely as
she felt Derrick’s body collapse on top of her. Tiffani had
listened to almost two hours of their interracial marathon and it
was tempting to call her right then and there to ask her how much
she enjoyed it. Of course she wouldn’t ever admit it, but it was
fun to think about. They both fell asleep, only to wake up a few
hours later and begin their lustful exploration all over
again.












House-sitting:
Day Five






“Yeah, I’m going to be
studying with my friend Tiffani tonight. I can’t.” Sarah held the
phone on her shoulder as she climbed out of her car and walked up
the long walkway to Tiffani’s parent’s house.

“That’s the one that was
listenin’ to us last night?” Derrick asked her.

Sarah grinned, “Yes, she’s the one. Anyway,
we’re going to be working on a big assignment so…”

“Hey, why don’t you two go
back to your place and I’ll stop by?” Derrick pressured
her.

Sarah smiled, “Just ‘stop by’ huh? And what
is Tiffani supposed to do while you are stopping by?”

“She can save her minutes and watch us
instead.”

Sarah laughed, “You are so
bad, Derrick! So bad. I’ll think about it, okay?”


House-sitting: Day Six






Sarah and Tiffani walked through the flaky
snow covered walkways together on the campus and parted as they
went to separate classes. Tiffani gave her friend a small wave and
–with a shameful look- walked off. They had each missed two classes
already but were determined to make the rest of their schedule. The
morning had been a big downer for Sarah as she listened to her
girlfriend whine and cry about cheating on Greg. She even blamed
Sarah at one point for making her do it.

“Don’t blame me, Tiff,” she retorted. “You
were well on your way by the time Derrick and I came out of the
bedroom.”

The blonde girl wasn’t
ready to take responsibility for her interracial interlude,
however, and she blathered on about Sarah sewing the seeds of
temptation. But the redhead wasn’t ready to give her girlfriend her
full sympathy. She was there when Tiffani was drunk –not just on
alcohol- but on pure lust as well. Sarah had looked into her
girlfriend’s eyes as she experienced one body quaking orgasm after
another with a big black cock sliding into her fold. She witnessed
Tiffani giving into temptation that surprised them both. Last night
was truly telling that inside every good girl was a bad girl
waiting to come out.

That afternoon Sarah spent several hours
actually cleaning Jenny Stanwick’s house. The sheets needed to be
washed again, the cum stains on the sofa scrubbed out, the bathroom
wiped down, the kitchen cleaned up, and Jenny’s room given a once
over. Sarah cleaned the black dildo and made sure it and the DVDs
were back in their proper places. While under the bed she found
four more condoms and one of the empty boxes of Magnums. So much
sex was had last night! So much black flesh– between the two
teenagers they almost put the interracial movie scenes to
shame.

Derrick called her several times and each
time she let it kick to her voice mail. She wasn’t sure how she was
going to move forward with him, if at all. She had lied about who
she was and where she lived, and now he was leaving messages saying
he was coming by the house looking for her. She desperately wanted
to have him again – or any of his friends for that matter – but how
would she work this out? And Tiffani…

Sarah decided to call her girlfriend again
to check up on her. “Hey, Tiff, you okay?”

“Yeah, I’m fine,” Tiffani told her over the
phone. “I’m just writing Greg an email.”

“Uh oh. You aren’t going to tell him about
last night are you?”

Tiffani didn’t answer.

“Tiff, you don’t need to tell him you
know.”

“Well, don’t you think what
I did was wrong? It was cheating!”

“Oh, stop being like that. You aren’t
married to the guy. If he found a hot girl to hook up with you
don’t think he’d be all over her? Who knows what kind of ski bunny
bitches he was hanging out with yesterday. Besides, didn’t you have
fun?”

“Not really. I feel so used now.”

“Are you saying you didn’t enjoy it? You
didn’t enjoy doing things with them? With me?”

Tiffani paused for a moment and then
answered her friend, “I did like it sorta. I mean, it was the
hottest thing sexually I have ever done but now I just feel dirty
and used and-” she paused like she was going to cry again. “Like I
can’t believe I let it happen.”

Sarah felt a twinge of
sympathy as she realized what her friend was going through. She
also felt a twisted push of arousal at the thought of innocent
Tiffani giving into Dom, Derrick, Lamar, and even her own sapphic
desires. Just conjuring up the memory of those three fine
dark-skinned men spreading her and her friend open made Sarah’s
pulse quicken and her belly tingle. She didn’t want to give that
up, not now; not after tasting the succulent juices of that
forbidden fruit. What was to happen going forward was uncertain.
There were so many ways for this to go good and so many more for it
to go bad.


 Part
IV - Tiffani’s
Turning






Quarter Turn






It was after 2am and
Tiffani put the book down. She was tired from being out all night
but more importantly she was worried. Her friend Sarah had left the
club with a guy after being there for less than twenty minutes,
abandoning her and Angela on the dance floor. The guy she left with
was a thug and black on top of it all. As she and Angela watched
Sarah leave the club, her other girlfriend turned to her, “I cannot
be-lieve she actually left with him!”

“Neither can I,” Tiffani agreed. “Did you
think she was actually serious when she told us she would probably
be with a black guy?”

“No. Well, kinda. She was staring down that
black guy at the restaurant pretty hard.”

“Really? I didn’t notice.”

“Big surprise, Tiff. You are totally
clueless sometimes.”

“Shut up!”

“Yeah, she was just looking at the white
girl and the black guy when they were kissing and stuff and totally
ignored me when I was asking her about why she skipped class.
Sarah’s going black.”

Tiffani brushed her long blonde hair over
her shoulder and leaned closer to her friend as they danced, “She’s
going back where?”

Angela rolled her eyes,
“Not back. BLACK. She’s going black. What, you never heard that?
Once you go black you never go back?”

“No!” Tiffani stared at her friend,
horrified. “What does that mean?”

“It means that black guys are supposedly
bigger and better than white guys in bed and you only want to sleep
with black men after your first time. You’ve never heard this?”
Angela looked at Tiffani as she shook her head, “You really are
clueless.”

The two of them danced for awhile but got a
little nervous as the crowd got ‘darker’. Actually Angela seemed
fine with it and even joked around saying stuff like “I bet Sarah
would like to be out here now” as she pointed out all the black
guys that were hanging around with the teenage white girls. Once
she started noticing, Tiffani counted four white girls (two of
which she went to school with) who were either dancing with black
guys or flirting with them. One girl she knew from her junior and
senior year was even kissing a Negro! For Angela it was a
spectacle, but for Tiff it just made her uncomfortable. Eventually
she convinced her friend that they should leave.







Half Turn






Once at home and in her warm pajamas,
Tiffani sat in bed and waited for Sarah to call. She had promised
to check in when she got to wherever she was going but so far she
hadn’t heard from Sarah at all. She was conflicted, annoyed that
her friend had not called in to check and justified that the only
thing that would keep her from calling was something bad happened.
Then again, she didn’t want anything to have happened to Sarah and
really hoped she had simply forgotten. By a quarter past two,
Tiffani broke down and made the call herself. When she heard her
friend’s voice she instantly knew that she was fine and not
befallen to some grisly crime. “Hey, did you forget something?”

Sarah responded apologetically, “Hey
Tiffani. Sorry I didn’t call.”

“You had me totally
nervous. Are you okay? Is he
with you?”

“Yeah, he’s here. His name
is Derrick.” She heard Sarah gasp a little. “I’m okay. I mean,
better than okay.”

“Where are you?”

“At my house. You know, across from Sarah’s
place?”

“What?” Tiffani thought for a moment. Was
she drunk or something? There wasn’t another Sarah that lived
across from her. Jenny used to live there before she went off to
college and her parents still lived there, but that was all. Then
it dawned on the blonde teenager what was happening; she remembered
her friend was house-sitting for Jenny Stanwick’s parents and had
the key. “Oh my god! You are at Jenny’s place? Are you sure you
aren’t going to get caught? When will they be back?”

“Don’t worry. My parents
won’t be back for a couple days. Mmmmmmm…” Tiffani then realized
why her redheaded friend sounded so distracted and why she hadn’t
checked in. “Are you two like actually having sex?”

“Not yet… Mmmmm…”

“You know he’s black, right?” It was a
stupid question but it was out of her mouth before she could think
twice.

“Oh I know he is,” Sarah moaned. “Listen,
I’ve got to go. I’ll call you tomorrow.” It sounded like Sarah
dropped the phone as it clacked against something hard.

“Sarah? Are you there?”
Tiffani listened as Sarah started moaning sexually and then she
heard the black guy from the club say something like “You like
that, white girl?” Surely she’ll hang up
the phone, Tiffani thought.
I’ll just wait until she does so I know she’s
okay. Any second now she’ll hang up. Come on, Sarah, hang up the
phone. She heard a lot of rustling around
and some male groans – obviously belonging to the African American.
Despite being tired and embarrassed and concerned, the blonde girl
pressed the phone to her ear and listened intently. She heard more
rustling and then the sound of a zipper.

“Ohmigod!” she heard Sarah say loudly.
“You’re fucking huge!”

“Not really,” the black stranger answered
her friend. “I’m pretty average.”

“Average for a black man maybe, but that
isn’t average for the guys I’ve dated.”

How big is he?
the blonde girl wondered. As their moans began in
earnest, she thought about Sarah’s interracial experience and was
curious if there was any truth to a girl “going black”. As she
listened to their private whispers, groans, screams, and moans,
Tiffani felt both horrible for spying on her friend and
uncontrollably drawn to the voyeuristic act. The phone must have
been on the floor next to the bed because the sound of bed springs
was loud over the speaker.

“Take it deep, girl,” he was whispering to
her. “Yeah, take all that in. That’s the way you need it, ain’t
that right, Jenny?”

The sound of bedsprings continued, faster
and faster, barely able to compete with the sexual sounds pouring
out of the phone. Tiffani turned off her bedroom light, slipped
down into her bed, and squeezed her thighs together. She refused to
touch herself listening to one of her girlfriends have sex, but
there was no denying it was arousing to listen.

The soft female voice
screamed, “More! Right there! FUCK! FUCK! YES!
CUMMING!!”

The deeper manly voice
replied, “You liked that, huh?”

“Yea- let me- wait-”

“FUCK MEEEE! YESSSS!”

Tiffani looked at the clock
on her nightstand and realized they had been having sex for awhile.
She heard Sarah talking in a sultry tone, “This is my first time
with a black guy,” she told him teasingly, “but I hope it won’t be
my last time.” Maybe Sarah did go
black! she considered, wondering how her
friend would ever be able to date a black guy without her mom or
dad admonishing her.

Lying in bed, Tiffani felt very sleepy but
couldn’t bring herself to hang up. She herself had become
frustrated and horny and wished that her boyfriend Greg was with
her so that they could make love. The phone sat glowing on the
pillow next to her face and she stared at it jealously, listening
to Sarah screaming out in ecstasy once again.

Tiffani had never enjoyed the pleasure of an
orgasm the way her friend was at that moment. She was always so
close when she and her boyfriend made love but it never built up to
the mind shattering experience her girlfriends talked about and
certainly not like anything she was listening to. She told Greg
many times that she had climaxed, but in truth she would wait for
him to leave then masturbate rubbing her clit when he was gone.
Tiff took solace in the fact that she was able to give pleasure to
her boyfriend however quick it might be for him to achieve it. It
was obvious Greg felt self conscious about their love life and she
had to go to great lengths to convince him that a good sex life in
a committed relationship took time to develop. That’s what she had
read somewhere, anyway.

If that’s true then why is
Sarah screaming like an animal while her Negro one night stand
defiles her then? Maybe the problem is me? Maybe the problem is
Greg? Her hand was now on her clit and
Tiffani was rubbing it quickly. Her fatigued body flashed with all
sorts of feelings of guilt and lust and pleasure while she listened
to the forbidden interracial intercourse her friend engaged in.
Tiff tried to think of Greg sliding his dick into her with the
enthusiasm that this Derrick guy had, but her mind kept skipping
around as she rubbed her pussy faster and faster, thinking about
all the things she saw and heard…

- The black man kissing his white girlfriend
at the restaurant. -

- A brazenly passionate kiss. -

- “Duh! Of course it happens, but most of
the time it is a black guy and a white girl though.” -

- “It’s because they have bigger dicks,
stupid.” -

- “Hey would you ever, you know, do it with
a black boy?” -

- “Probably.” -

- Sarah grinding her tight
round ass against Derrick’s bulging crotch as he ran his hands
along her waist and hips. -

- “It means that black guys are supposedly
better than white guys in bed and you only want to sleep with black
men after your first time. You’ve never heard this?” -

- Bookworm Hillary Wheeler from High School
totally scamming with a black guy on the dance floor. -

- “Derrick, I can’t
believe how hard you are again!” -

Tiffani bit her knuckle as she stifled her
orgasmic cry in bed. Her pleasure seemed to coincide with one of
Sarah’s many climaxes that night which made the whole experience
that much more naughty. When she finally calmed down, Tiff pulled
her hand out of her pajama bottoms and pressed the END button on
her phone. Rolling over, she fell asleep quickly.


Three Quarter
Turn






The room was illuminated by
candlelight and the soft sounds of classical music tickled. The bed
was sprinkled with rose petals that puffed and slid along the soft
flannel sheets as Greg and Tiffani made love. It was their one year
anniversary on Sunday and the well groomed blonde young man wanted
this afternoon to be special for him and his beautiful girlfriend.
They had been dating since their senior year in High School and
their relationship was as smooth as ever. Her body was so long and
smooth and her legs were a treasure to lie between. As he gently
slipped his condom covered manhood into her vagina, he kissed her
delicately on the mouth and neck and pushed in and out of her with
even slow strokes. I want to make this
last, he reminded himself.

Tiffani stared up at the
ceiling as Greg continued to make love to her. All six inches were
now buried inside of her as she held back a yawn and looked at her
watch. 3:34pm. She felt his pace pick up and then slow a little
more, then pick up again as he got excited. Greg had certainly done
a lot to make the day romantic with a home cooked meal and some
champagne he had swiped from his parent’s bar. With his little
sister and parents gone for the day, the two of them were able to
relax and not worry about interruptions. She tried to remember
where he said they were going. Was it to
her dance recital? Or ice skating? She
couldn’t remember.

3:39pm. Greg was pushing
into her faster now and she could feel his excitement growing. Five
minutes; it was time for her to wrap her legs around him. As she
did he became even more aroused and thrust her speedily.

“Oh! Oh! I love you, Tiffani! Oh, I love you
so much!” he whispered in her ear as he came.

She started her obligatory moans as well,
“Oh me too, Greg. I’m going to orgasm too! Oh you are such a
fantastic lover. Oh! Oh!” She probably should have started her
moans beforehand but Greg didn’t seem to notice or care that she
had faked everything.

He pulled out of her and pulled the condom
from his penis, folded it neatly into a tissue paper, and then
discarded it in the brass trash can. “You were wonderful as
always,” he told her, rolling over on his back.

“Thank you,” she replied, putting on her
best smile as she snuggled up to him. “You are always the excellent
lover, Greg. So romantic too! Look at all this: the candles, the
incense, the music, the champagne. It’s too bad you’ll be gone
tomorrow.”

“I know, but I’ve been looking forward to
this skiing trip for a month. I told you that you could go.”

“I know, but I have classes on Monday that I
can’t ditch.” She looked down at his flaccid penis and the droplet
of cum that had oozed out of the tip. Impulsively she grabbed his
dick and tugged at it to try to bring it back to life. Her
boyfriend’s moans told her she was doing something he liked. “Greg,
do you think we could make love again before your parents come back
home?”

“I could try. Let me work on getting it back
up.”






*******






It was 10pm and she had
just said goodnight to Greg. He was going to bed early so he could
be up at 4am the next morning. Tiffani sat by her laptop and
scrolled through her Myspace page, looking at some of the comments
her friends made about the pictures she had just uploaded. Her mind
wandered to the afternoon and the lovemaking session she had at her
boyfriend’s parent’s house. Seven
minutes? she thought. That is all he could manage? It seems like he should be able
to last longer than that. Sarah’s black boy lasted at least an hour
and who knows how long they really went for? Maybe there is a cream
or a pill or something Greg can use?

It felt a little weird after listening to
the hour long sex call from the night before, but she called Sarah
to check up on her anyway. She and Tiffani were supposed to ‘go
out’ tonight; at least that was the alibi. Sarah had asked her to
cover for her in the event her mom or dad called to talk and she
was ‘occupied’. This was something all of them had done many times
before with each other when their boyfriends wanted to come by or
there was a party, but now Tiffani was actually helping Sarah hook
up with this black guy from last night again.

“So you are at Jenny’s house again?” Tiffani
asked her.

“Yeah I’m just waiting for him to come
over,” Sarah told her friend over the phone. She sounded so
enthusiastic about the night and there was an energy and confidence
about her that she hadn’t heard in her friend’s voice before. Was
it this new guy? Was it the fact that he was an exceptional lover?
Or the taboo of him being African American? Had Sarah ‘gone black’
as Angela had suggested at the club?

“Aren’t you worried about your parents
finding out?”

“Yeah, a little, but he said he’s going to
park around the corner. They won’t notice anything I hope.”

“So… Is it true?” Tiffani asked, curious to
find out more.

“Is what true?”

“You know, about black guys. You seem to
have this new experience none of us know anything about. Is it
better?”

“Tiffani, you have no idea.
I have no idea how I ever thought Tom was any good in bed. I mean,
Derrick is only my first black guy, but if he is average than they
are way better than white guys. And bigger too.”

Tiffani cleared her throat, “Bigger? How
much bigger?”

“Why? Is Greg not doing it for you in the
bedroom?

Tiffani thought about tugging on her
boyfriend’s limp penis, trying to get him up again, then eventually
giving up and snuggling. “No. I mean yes. Yes, he is. Sex with Greg
is really, really nice. He’s very tender.”

“Oh, how sweet. Well,
Derrick was anything but tender. He was rough and powerful and-”
Sarah put the phone down for a moment, then picked it up again.
“Hey, somebody’s knocking.”

“Okay, well have a good time,” Tiffani told
her. “Call me in the morning.”

“No, stay on the phone for a sec until I
make sure it is him at the door. Hold on.”

Tiffani sat on the phone
the whole time waiting for her friend to come back. Strangely she
became a little excited for Sarah as she recalled the Olympic
sexual marathon Derrick took her on the night before. She heard
them talking in the background and then the rustle of somebody
crawling toward the phone again.

“I’m back, it’s him,” the
redhead whispered to Tiffani.

“Okay,” she responded. “Just be careful,
okay? I get worried for you.”

“Hey Tiff’, wait a second.”

“What?”

“Just hold on for a few more minutes,
okay?”

“Why? Is everything okay?”

“Yes, everything is fine. Just hold on for
like three minutes okay?”

Tiffani heard the
television get louder in the background and realized that it was
the sounds of sex. A pornographic movie? She was sure it was, but
wasn’t sure why Sarah would be watching one when Derrick was right
there with her. And why would she want Tiffani to hear
it?

As she sat at her desk, she heard the black
boy’s voice, “What are you doin, girl?”

Sarah responded with
something that just floored Tiffani, “Just being a bad little white
girl watching all these naughty movies. That big black cock looks
so sexy going in and out of that girl, don’t you think, Derrick?
Mmm, speaking of big black cocks, I guess you are interested in
straightening me out?”

I can’t believe Sarah
would talk like that! And what movie is she watching that has black
guys and white girls having sex? Tiffani
knew there was a lot of pornography of different types, but it
never dawned on her that there would be the kind that involved
interracial sex. Her friend was definitely into the guy though,
even referring to herself as a “bad little white girl”. The silence
of her friend was filled with the faint sound of the porn film
playing in the background while Sarah and Derrick did
who-knows-what with each other.

Tiffani’s heart was pounding as she thought
about her second voyeuristic call with Sarah. Did her friend know
about the first call? Or did she simply forget to hang up again?
Tiff wasn’t sure, but was definitely sure she was getting turned
on. She listened to her girlfriend talking dirty.

“Derrick, I just love
sucking your big black cock. It’s so much bigger than my old
boyfriend’s little white dick. So sexy. So naughty. I can’t wait to
feel it deep inside of me. Mmmmm, yes! Lick me. Get it all wet and
ready for you to fuck my little white pussy.”

“Yeah, your pussy tastes damn good, girl,”
the black guy responded. “Nice white pussy tastin’ so sweet.”

Tiffani found her hand
creeping into her pajamas and running over her slit.
I can’t believe how wet I am listening to
this! she mused. Why does this turn me on so much? Is it just because I am
still horny from this afternoon or is there something more to it
all? As the blonde slowly rubbed her clit,
she listened to Sarah and Derrick’s exchange.

“So, bad girl, where’d you get this
movie?”

“My mom had it hidden. The
movie title Eighteen &
Interracial sounded so naughty that I had
to watch it and now I can’t think about anything but big, black
men.”

“You want my black dick in you, Jenny? Huh?
Tell me you want it.”

“Oooh, you know I do,
Derrick. Fuck my little white pussy with your black cock. OOH YES!
Stick it in!”

Tiffani held the phone on her shoulder and
quickly typed in “18 AND INTERRACIAL MOVIE” into her web browser.
Up popped several links for adult websites that sold DVDs. She
hesitated for a couple minutes, realizing that this would be the
first x-rated site she had ever visited. She had seen bits and
pieces of x-rated movies before at parties or as part of a joke at
a girlfriend’s house, but she never watched them. Porn was
demeaning to women and she didn’t want to support that industry.
But listening to Sarah getting pounded over the phone by some well
hung black man had gotten Tiff’s interest and tempted her
curiosity. She clicked the one of the links.

The DVD cover featured a blonde girl and
several other younger girls in the corners. On the back cover it
showed a giant black penis inside a pigtailed girl’s mouth. The
male organ was long and thick and dark and stood in steep contrast
to Greg’s penis. Tiffani pulled her pajama pants off completely and
started rubbing her clit hard and fast, her cell phone pressed
against her ear as she eavesdropped on the forbidden sexual
grappling on the other end.

“Ooooh, yeah,” Sarah moaned, “Fuck me like
the dirty little white girl I am!”

Tiffani couldn’t hold back
anymore and orgasmed with her eyes glued to the black cock on the
computer screen. It was unlike anything she had ever seen and
wondered if Sarah had told the truth about how she found the DVD.
Was it something Sarah’s mom owned? Or Jenny’s mom? She set the phone down
on her desk and scrolled through the description of the movie,
noting a button that said SCREEN SHOTS. Up popped picture after
picture of African American men having sex with Caucasian girls.
While she didn’t find anything wrong with it ‘intellectually’,
there was something quite forbidden about it all and Sarah’s
activities had piqued her interest. She continued to search through
the various links, one window opening up after another showing one
big black cock after another. The minutes ticked by as she
alternated her adult site searches with listening to her
girlfriends filthy talk.

“…Make me want black cock
from now on…

…Fuck my white pussy with your big black
dick in my daddy’s bed.”

“You like that black dick, huh? How you
think your daddy would like it knowin’ his little princess was
getting’ some black cock in his own bed?”

“Oh, he’d be so mad at me.
But I don’t care, Derrick. Tonight I’m your little white girl to do
whatever you want with. Turn me into a black dick loving
slut!”

Tiffani watched a 30 second
interracial movie clip played across her laptop screen as she
listened to the phone. Her fingers were back on her clit and she
was getting ready to cum again. It was the naughtiest thing she had
ever fantasized about but it was so compelling, so addictive, and
so barbarous. It was everything her boyfriend Greg was not and
Tiffani couldn’t stop herself. She clicked PLAY over and over
again, watching a white girl’s pussy stretching around an enormous
black cock. Her legs stretched out under her desk and she squeezed
her toes involuntarily when she came again. She listened to Sarah
enviously and couldn’t believe that her petite little friend was
the lucky recipient of such a powerful lover. Why can’t Greg be big like that? Why should Sarah have all
the fun? I bet I can have fun as long as she does…






Tiff plunged her fingers
into her nineteen year old hole and pleasured herself in a way she
never had. Her two fingers between her blonde haired pussy lips
tried to keep up with the sexual sounds over the phone while she
scrolled through more and more interracial pictures. One cock was
so black and veiny and sexy looking and she studied it
hungrily. Was this what is meant to ‘go
black’? Could just an image of a big dark looking cock do that to a
girl? No, it’s impossible.
But even just considering the prospect made her so
turned on that she sped up her masturbation, eager to cum again,
eager to relieve the tension, and desperate for that sense of
release so she could break the spell cast by the forbidden sexual
act. She rubbed her clit and fingered herself simultaneously and
felt her pussy squeezing her digits as she came.

The guilt was immediate as
she realized she had fantasized about somebody other than her
boyfriend all night long, and two nights in a row as well! This was
not good for her or her relationship and it couldn’t be any better
for Sarah. What if she was caught? What if Sarah’s mom found out
about her new black boyfriend? How would the other girls react if
they found out? She hung up the phone.

DISCONNECTED 113 MINUTES







Full Turn






“Are you sure it is okay to be in here?”
Tiffani asked nervously as the two girls entered the Stanwick
house, dropping their book bags by the front door.

“Duh, they gave me the key, Tiff,” Sarah
held up the keychain as she walked into the bedroom. “Besides, it’s
the quietest place to study. The library is closed and my family is
all home.”

“Then why didn’t we just tell your mom where
we were really going? And why did you drive all the way to my place
just to pick me up, come back to your place, then park around the
corner?”

Sarah just rolled her eyes and turned away,
“Rally! Kiss kiss kiss!” The calico cat meowed and darted from
under the bed and trotted around Sally’s legs as she went to the
kitchen.

“I don’t think I’ve ever seen that cat for
more than three seconds before now,” Tiffani observed.

“I know. He’s such a brat. But I’ve been
spending a lot of time over here and with everyone else gone I
think he’s finally getting used to me. Haven’t you, baby?” After
playing with the colorful animal, Sarah cleaned the kitty litter,
filled the water dish, and fed the furry feline while she and
Tiffani chatted. Sarah grabbed a bottle of tequila from the top
shelf and poured it into two cups of orange juice. “Here, have a
drink. Kinda like our trip to Mexico last year for Spring
Break.”

“You’re a bad influence on me, Sarah.”

“I’m trying to be,” she smiled back at her
friend as they went to the living room and turned on the
television. She flipped the channel to MTV and the two of them
imbibed their summer drinks and watched videos and cracked open
their class notes and college texts. Tiffani typed away at her
laptop when the two of them couldn’t figure out certain answers on
their own. After awhile Tiffani excused herself to go to the
bathroom and Sarah took the opportunity to snoop on her
girlfriend’s computer.

Clicking on the web browser’s history, Sarah
was pleasantly surprised to find page after page of x-rated
websites Tiffani visited just last night. She didn’t have time to
click on them all but her eyes caught all the words she needed to
see:

Blackcock, interracial,
adultdvd, blackboned, eighteeninterracialDVD, niggacocks,
interracialtaboo, and the pages went on
from there. Every other day’s folder that she had time to spy into
had nothing even close to PG-rated let alone x-rated. The redhead
smiled as she closed the history window and put the laptop down.
Tiffani was definitely doing all those searches while listening to
her and Derrick fucking.

The conversation danced
around their class assignments until finally the blonde built up
the courage to say something. “So, uh, I was thinking maybe you
seeing Derrick isn’t such a good idea.”

“I’m not ‘seeing’ him. I’m fucking him.”

“Sarah!”

“What? It’s true.”

“Yeah but it’s just- you know…”

“No, I don’t.”

“Sarah, you’ve changed since you started
sleeping with this guy. You seem different.”

“I’ve been with him
two nights. How much
could I have changed?”

“I don’t know. It’s just weird, you know
with him being black. Don’t you think?”

Sarah smiled; Tiffani was turning out to be
just as curious as she was about black guys. “I wouldn’t call it
weird. Naughty maybe, but not weird. Haven’t you ever thought about
being with a black guy?”

Tiffani paused for just a moment, but it was
noticeable. “No, never. I mean I’ve seen attractive African
American men, but I’ve never wanted to have sex with them. So, uh,
no.”

“Are you sure you’ve never even fantasized
about it?” Sarah purposefully eyeballed the laptop then looked in
the direction of her friend again.

Her blond friend scowled, “Damn it, Sarah,
were you snooping on my laptop?”

Sarah started laughing, “Hahaha! You are
totally busted!”

“I can’t believe you looked on my
computer!”

“Well, I can’t believe you
listened to Derrick and me fucking for two nights in a
row.”

Tiffani’s jaw
opened. She knows! Crap!
“Uhm, what are you talking about? I didn’t listen
to anything.”

“Tiff, it’s totally cool. I didn’t mind. I
kinda liked it actually. You know, you shouldn’t feel embarrassed.
I never even thought about being with a black guy before this week
and now I think it is totally hot. Naughty hot, you know? Come on,
admit it. You liked it.”

The blonde girl covered her
face in shame and then finally made her admission. “Okay, I will
admit it has a certain forbidden quality to it that is arousing…
Ugh! This is so embarrassing. Fine! It is hot. But you can’t tell
Greg about any of this!”

“Don’t worry. I won’t.”

“Promise?”

“Promise.”

“So what was it?”

“What was what, Tiff?”

“You know, that got you
interested in those kinds of guys
in the first place?”

“I’ll show you. Stay right
here.” Sarah bounced off the couch and went into the master
bedroom. Tiffani heard her rummaging around and saw her by the bed
but couldn’t see what she had in her hand. A few seconds later she
came out with a disk in her hand.

“What’s that?”

“You’ll see.” Sarah popped
the DVD into the player in the living room and then fiddled with
the remote controls. A few seconds later a menu for the DVD player
popped up that showed the movie title as Eighteen & Interracial 7. The
redhead pressed PLAY and the movie started right up with a series
of scenes of giant black-dicked men and younger white girls. The
size of those cocks was just amazing to the prudish teenager and
her curiosity kept her riveted to the screen despite her
awkwardness.

“Wow,” was all Tiffani could manage.

“I know,” Sarah smiled. “I found these
movies under Jenny’s mom’s bed and I figured I’d take a look. I’m
so glad I did too.”

“Is it like a sequel? Should I watch number
one first instead of number seven?”

Sarah laughed, “You’re so stupid! NO! It
isn’t like that. There’s no plot. They have little stories for each
scene but they aren’t like real movies. You can pretty much watch
them any way you want.”

“Well I didn’t know! I never really watched
a movie like this before.”

Sarah’s phone rang and she
noticed it was Derrick calling her. She turned to Tiffani, “Hey,
I’ll be right back. It’s Derrick on the phone.”

“Okay. I’ll just be studying,” Tiffani told
her, unable to look away from the interracial act on the
television.

“Hey Derrick! How are you
sweetie? I’m good. I was....”

The way the men were
handling the girls in the movie was rough; they would pull their
hair and spank their asses and slap their enormous black dongs on
their faces and pound the girls’ pussies with a brutal force that
made the girls scream. But the whole time the black men performed
these vile acts, Tiffani was entranced. She glanced over at the
kitchen and saw Sarah talking on the phone and playing with her
hair, curling it around her fingers flirtatiously. She turned back
and stared as a brunette girl on the big screen with a nice body
rode up and down on a black cock so big she could only get half of
its length inside of her. Her pussy juices dripped down his dark
shaft as he cupped the girl’s ass in his big hands. Tiffani
squeezed her thighs together and squirmed around on the sofa
cushion. They changed positions again and this time she was taking
his cock deep in from behind doggie style. His body was so lean and
sweaty and shaded like coffee. Watching him fuck that lucky girl
was like watching an artist paint a masterpiece. It was so
skillful, so sexy, so-

“I bet you’d like to try that, huh?” Sarah
said.

Tiffani jumped, “Shit! You scared me,
Sarah!”

“Sorry to interrupt you.”

“You’re not
interrupting me. I just
didn’t see you sneak up is all. I was just reading and glancing up
at the movie at the same time.”

“You’ve been watching that movie for a half
an hour, Tiff.”

“I have not!”

“Look at the timer on the player: thirty
three minutes. And you haven’t been reading at all.”

Tiffani glanced down and noted that her
friend was right. Had she really been watching this movie that
long? She suddenly became self conscious at Sarah’s comments and
straightened herself out. “Hey, uhm. Maybe we should just call it a
night. I really need to do well on this exam and we’re not getting
anything done really.”

“Oh come on, Tiffy. We’ll
study, I promise. Here-” Sarah paused the movie and turned the TV
off. “See? We’ll study now.”







Totally Screwed






The two nineteen year olds had managed to
get about an hour’s worth of work done when there was a knock at
the door.

“Who is that?” Tiffani
whispered, surprised by the noise.

“It’s Derrick,” Sarah waved
her off dismissingly, getting off the sofa.

“Why is he here though?”

Sarah walked toward the
door, “This is my last time to really see him since ‘Jenny’ –me-
has classes all tomorrow and ‘my mom and dad’ are going to be back
Tuesday.” She held up two fingers on each hand as if to quote
herself.

“He’s coming in here?”

“Yes! Remember, I’m Jenny,
okay?” She went to open the door.

“Wait! What am I supposed to do?” Tiffani
whispered again.

“Just get your work done.
We’ll be in the bedroom. Or you could watch us…” Sarah winked at
her open-mouthed friend and opened the door. Derrick stood there in
the cold night air, his breath coming off his lips in a little
white cloud. Behind him stood two other black guys in big jackets
and hoods and one of them was carrying a paper bag. Before she
could say anything the three of them walked into the Stanwick house
and looked around.

“Hey, baby,” Derrick
greeted Sarah with a kiss on the mouth. He looked over at Tiffani
who was standing by the sofa with her text book held to her chest.
“Hey, you must be Tiffani, right? I saw you at the club the other
night.”

“Yup, that was me. Hi,
Derrick,” the blonde girl gave him a little wave and a forced
smile.

“Yo, this is my boy Lamar and this here is
Dominic.” He pointed to the two girls to introduce them to his
friends, “This is my new girl Jenny over here and this is her
place. And over here is Tiffani. Hey Jenny, we was just hangin’ you
know and we thought we’d bring the party over here. They gonna hang
for a little bit all right?”

Sarah (aka ‘Jenny’) gave him a hug and asked
him in a low tone, “Hey, did you park down the street like I
asked?”

Lamar overheard her question and started
laughing, “Yo, Dom, she askin’ if we parked down the street.
Somebody thinkin’ we gonna break in or somethin’.” The three of
them started laughing and the two girls stared on with nervous
grins.

Dominic leaned over and
shook Tiffani’s hand while Lamar pulled a bottle of Jack Daniels
from the paper sack and walked toward the kitchen. He looked to
‘Jenny’, “Hey, thanks for lettin’ us chill while you and my boy
Derrick relax and all. I brought some JD for y’all. Where your
cups?”

‘Jenny’ answered, “Uhhhh, next to the
refrigerator, left side cupboard. I don’t think I need a drink
though.”

“Me neither,” Tiffani called out.

“Hey wassup with that?” Lamar asked the
blonde girl. “You ain’t gonna let us drink alone tonight are you?”
He walked around and sat next to Tiffani’s laptop.

“Careful, please,” Tiff told him, grabbing
the computer off the cushion and putting it on the coffee table. As
Dominic took off his jacket, she stared at the black man that sat
next to her on the sofa. He was tall, was wearing a thick fabric
shirt that was untucked and hung over his baggy jeans. He wore a
pair of bright red Nike sneakers and a thick gold chain around his
neck. He looked like the typical gang member type black male.

“No problem, Tiffani. Relax. So where you go
to school at?”

“At the community college here in town.”

“GCC?”

“Yup, that’s the one.”

“I went there a couple semesters. How old
are you?”

“Nineteen. And how old are you? Dominic,
right?”

“Yeah, my friends just call me Dom. I’m
twenty nine.”

Lamar showed up with three large whiskey
& cokes and handed one to Tiffani. “Here you go,” he told
her.

“Oh no thanks, I need to study-”

“Ain’t no big deal,” Lamar told her, sitting
down on the other side of her. “It’s just one drink, girl. Have
some.”

Tiffani glanced back at
‘Jenny’ who was scamming with Derrick in the bottom on the stairway
that led to the bedrooms. His black hands her running along her ass
and she was sliding her hands up his shirt.

“Yo, you two take that shit to the bedroom!”
Dom yelled out.

“Hey, where the coats at?”
Derrick broke his deep kiss with ‘Jenny’ to ask.

“Right here.” Lamar reached
into the paper bag and pulled out a box of Magnum condoms and
tossed them to his friend who caught it with one hand. He and
‘Jenny’ then slipped up the steps and out of sight. The smack of a
slammed door came next and then a faint sound of bed springs
stretching as they took the load of two lovers. “Damn, Tiffani!
Your friend Jenny there don’t mess around.”

Tiff was now alone with two black strangers
in the living room and her nervousness was increasing. “Yeah, I
guess she really likes him. He seems nice.”

Both of the guys stared laughing, “Yeah, she
just like his personality!” Lamar joked. “They goin’ steady or some
shit, right?”

The two of them kept
talking and joking. Occasionally Lamar would put his hand on her
shoulder and they’d try to get her to keep up with their
repertoire, but for the most part Tiffani sat and listened and
laughed uncomfortably. With little to say she gulped at the whiskey
& coke that was cold in her hand. As things went along she
could here the bed springs from up above squeaking and the sound of
Sarah’s moans slowly increasing – the bedroom must have bed
directly over the living room.

Her two black bookends
noticed the sounds of sex as well and the pauses in their
conversation were plugged by Sarah’s groans of pleasure. Lamar
fixed another set of drinks while Dom asked her about her classes.
She started to relax a little more and felt the warmth of the
whiskey in her belly giving her a buzz. It made the uncomfortable
situation more bearable and almost comical as they all tried to
ignore the passionate sounds that crept into the living room.
Ultimately Sarah’s wails of pleasure culminated in something that
none of them could ignore.

“Fuck me with your big
black cock!” her girlfriend screamed out from above
them.

Lamar turned and looked at
the ceiling as if he half expected the bed to burst through and
crush them in a rain of plaster, blankets, and naked flesh. He
turned back to Tiffani, “Hey, your girl Jenny got her freak on for
sure.”

Tiffani just stared down at her lap. She
could feel her face was flushed from the alcohol and the
embarrassment and knew they could see it too. “This is all a bit
embarrassing, don’t you think?” she asked Dominic.

“Yeah, sorry about my boy
up there. I’ll turn on some TV for us, okay?”

“No, wait! Don’t turn that
on!” Tiffani cried out, but it was too late. Dom had already
pressed the POWER button on the television and the paused
pornographic image of the brunette getting it doggie style from her
black lover came into view. The two teenagers had never shut off
the DVD player and the movie was frozen right where they had left
it. Oh shit! Oh shit! Oh shit!
Tiffani was frozen in place on the
sofa.

“Damn, girl! What you watchin’ here?” Lamar
grabbed the remote control for the DVD player and hit PLAY. Sarah’s
sexual sounds were now drowned out by the porn movie playing out
before them and Tiffani could only cover her mouth. “So this is
your movie or her movie?” He put his hand on her leg and she
stiffened up at his touch.

“It’s hers. Definitely Sarah’s. I mean
Jenny’s. It’s Jenny’s movie.”

“You like watchin’ this, girl?” Lamar
scooted closer to her and left his hand on her thigh. Had it moved
up her leg? She wasn’t sure.

“No! I mean. I don’t
not like it. I mean,
there’s nothing wrong it. You know. Black people and white people.
I think that’s okay. You know, having sex. But I wasn’t watching
it.”

“So if there’s nothin’ wrong with it then
why weren’t you watchin’ it?” Dominic asked her. She turned and
noticed he was closer to her too. She started to get up but he
rested his arm on her shoulder and she slipped back into the
cushion.

Is he holding me
down? Tiffani was thinking.
How do I get out of this? “I mean, I watched some of it. I just was trying to study and
she had it on and it was distracting me. That’s all. There wasn’t
anything wrong with the sex. Do you know what I mean?”

“So you like watching black guys fucking
white girls, but it was a distraction. Right?”

“No. I mean yes. I mean, I’m confused. You
guys are confusing me.”

“Are we distractin’ you from your studies?”
Lamar asked in a low tone. He was close now. Very close. His hand
was definitely higher up her thigh and she squeezed her legs
together. She could feel his breath on her neck.

“Yes? I mean, you guys can stay. I don’t
want you to think I’m – wait!” Tiffani tried to get up but
Dominic’s arm was heavy on her shoulder and he was now running his
other hand along her belly.

“Yeah, we’re waitin’, girl. Waitin’ on our
boy and your friend to stop fuckin’. We got plenty of time to wait,
ain’t that right, Dom?”

“Oh, I think we got lots to do right here
while we wait.” Dom covered Tiffani’s mouth with his own and kissed
her full on. She tried to pull her head to the side but he sat up
and turned with her, kneeling right between her legs and forcing
her thighs apart. Lamar had pinned one arm between him and the sofa
and was squeezing her tits while he kissed her on her neck. Her
C-cups were looking real good when he first saw them and they were
feeling even better in his grip. This white girl was for the
taking, and his cock swelled with the prospect of getting first
crack at her pussy.

Over four hundred fifty
pounds of black flesh swam across her one hundred ten pound white
frame. Fear gripped Tiffani as she realized she was helpless to
stop any of their actions. Worse still was the underlying feeling
of desire she was experiencing after this weekend. It betrayed her
and made her protests smaller and her struggles weaker. She had an
opportunity to scream when Dom broke their kiss but instead she
simply said, “Stop! I have a boyfriend!”

That wasn’t the cry of a girl being raped;
that was the call of a girl asking for her seducers to change their
minds. But she knew deep down they were on a mission and nothing
was going to stop them. Was it her excuse to allow this to
continue? These Negro men were about to take her against her will,
or were they? Her mind screamed STOP but her body paid it no
attention.

Dom had pulled off her shoes and was now
busy pulling off her pants while Lamar straddled her chest with her
arms pinned at her side. He unbuckled his pants and let his manhood
flop out of his boxer like a big black snake. Tiffani stared at the
giant member in front of her. It wasn’t like Greg’s penis at all;
it was like an extra limb! It was somewhat rigid but she could see
it had much more room to grow – that was frightening since it
already dwarfed her boyfriend’s equipment by several inches. And
the thickness was so impressive that she doubted a girl could even
take that thing inside of her. She felt fingers under her panties
and realized Dom must be playing with her pussy now. “I told you I
can’t do this. I have a boyfriend! Please!”

“Shit, this girl is soaked! Check this shit
out. Her panties are all wet.” Dom announced his find to his friend
who looked back and watched as his finger slid right into Tiffani’s
pussy. Her hips moved involuntarily as he pumped his long index
finger in and out of her. The blonde teenager could believe this
was happening. She was being taken against her will. Her pussy was
being fingered by a black man while another Negro’s dick was
bouncing in front of her. It was inches from her face and when he
turned back he caught her staring at it. “You like how that look,
Tiffani?”

“It’s too big. Way too big. Please let me
go!”

“Where you wanna go? Huh? There ain’t no
better place for a white girl like you than between a pair of
brothas. Come on, open wide.”

“No, I can’t-”

Lamar puller her hair and Tiffani let out a
squeal. As she did he pushed his cock head into her open mouth and
began to pump it slowly past her lips. “Yeah, that’s it girl. Come
on, get those teeth up and open wide. Don’t you do no bitin’ you
hear? Mmmm, that’s it white girl. Good, suck on the head now.” He
continued to guide her through the blow job while Dominic rubbed
her clit and fingered her cunt. She was so shocked by the event
that she simply stopped fighting them physically. There was no way
to beat them and certainly no escaping them. It was a total
surrender on her part and Tiffani couldn’t understand why she was
aroused by it all. Was it the alcohol? Was it the dirty movie she
watched? Or listening to Sarah’s interracial coupling? Or the fact
that these men were black and she would never initiate something
with a man of color?

Tiffani acknowledged it was
all of those things and more. Her body yearned for a powerful man
to make love to her. No, not make love. To fuck, like Sarah said.
Yes, to fuck her.
At her basic level she was just like Sarah and needed something hot
and naughty to please her. These men were brutes; sexual animals at
best. Everything about them screamed sex and their dark skin made
it that much more enticing. And that cock… That long thick black
cock in her mouth… Not even in the pictures she viewed did she ever
imagine that such a thing could exist, and yet here it was in her
mouth. A cock that wasn’t even her boyfriend’s and it made her
wiggle in guilty delight.

Dom’s tongue was now dancing on her clit as
he fingered her and the sensation of a climax was close for the
teenage girl. Greg never licked her and she never asked him either,
but now that she was experiencing it the feeling was incredible.
Her legs shook and she pulled herself off Lamar’s cock just in time
to let out a long moan. “Ohhhhhhhhhh!”

“Yeah, this girl is tastin’ real good. You
wanna taste of this white pussy, dude?”

“Naw, she needin’ somethin’
more than that. I’m comin’ back.” Dom stepped out of the way and
Lamar moved and positioned himself between her legs. He slid two
fingers into Tiffani’s wet hole and watched her buck around at his
touch. “You like that, girl? Tell me, is how your boyfriend feels?
Like my two fingers in your little white pussy?”

“Yes…” she whispered. “A
little smaller. Ohhhh!”

“Hmmm, that’s what a white boy feel like
huh. Here, feel this.” Lamar slid a third finger into her and she
screamed out in pain and pleasure. “I bet your white boyfriend
don’t feel like that now, do he? No, I didn’t think so.” Lamar kept
fucking three fingers in and out of her while Dom passed him a
condom.

She looked at the box and –in her lusty
broken haze- noted that they said “Extra Large” on the side.
Watching him put on the condom she imagined that it was like
somebody filling a thick kielbasa sausage. Even with the large
condom size (she didn’t even know they existed until that moment)
the latex stretched over his cock and only went down about three
quarters of his length. He poised his rod at her opening and rubbed
his enormous cock head along her sopping wet cunt lips. He pushed
into her nice and easy and met resistance from her tight hole.
Instead of the gentle machinations of her boyfriend, Lamar thrust
harder into her and she screamed out as he slid inside, “Oh shit!
FUCK! Too big! Stop!”

Dom had pulled her shirt
off and unfastened her bra. Watching his skin contrasting with her
fairness while he sucked on her tits and ran his hands over them
terrified her- no, excited her. There it was again: the conflict
followed by the thrill. He looked at her and pulled her hair back,
“So white girl, how you like this cram session huh? You like havin’
us over for studyin’? Oh that’s it, look at your pussy gettin’ all
filled up. Tell the truth – your white boyfriend got a big dick,
huh?”

“Nooo…” she whined.

“Does he make you cum?”

“Nooo…”

“I bet you gonna cum with that black dick in
you though, ain’t ya? Yeah, look at that shit. Your pussy getting a
good fuckin’ tonight. You ain’t had a real man till you had a black
man.”

Tiffani couldn’t believe it. There was
something happening deep inside of her and the overwhelming
pleasure from the fuck she was getting was not from her clit. The
walls of her pussy started contracting and she arched her back as
her first vaginal orgasm coursed through her nerves. Never in her
life had anything felt so good and she couldn’t stop herself from
announcing it. “Ohhhh! OOOOH! KEEP-! YES! I, OH YES!
AAAAAAAH!!”

“Look at that shit, Dom. Tappin’ the ‘O’
right there. The nigga got her good.”

“Sure did. Look at her sweatin’ and all. Hey
girl, I bet you never cum like that before.”

Tiffani could only shake her head.

“You gonna have a nice treat tonight then. A
NICE treat. You gonna get a two-for-one deal, uh huh.” Dom stripped
out of his pants and grabbed Tiffani’s right hand. He forced her to
wrap her hands around his dick while he pulled off his shirt. She
couldn’t believe how heavy it felt in her grasp, how warm and rigid
and thick. He lowered it to her mouth and she stuck out her tongue
as Lamar had instructed before. Yes, she would do as she was
told.

Lamar continued to thrust
into her, this time pouring more energy into his hammering hips. It
was painful to take the powerful cock into her already sore pussy,
but she continued to allow it to happen. She had fantasized many
times about a lover with such masculinity, such aggressiveness,
such magnificence. She had always hoped and dreamed Greg would grow
into such a lover but now she knew he wouldn’t. He
couldn’t. There was no
denying that each of these men could ravish her body for hours
while Greg was lucky if he could go for minutes.

But these men wanted her
for the pleasure she could give them. No, she thought, for the pleasure they are taking. Yes they are taking me
and I will let them. Each one of them is more man than my boyfriend
will ever be, and both of them are equipped with the ultimate in
manhood: a big black cock. I could never stop them if I wanted to,
and I don’t want to. I want their big black dicks to fill me. To
use me. To ravish me. To take me against my will and force me to
love it. Oh, now I know what it means. Now I know. I am going
black. I am going black. I am definitely FUCKING going
black!






*******






Sarah’s legs shook and
vibrated as she rode Derrick hard and deep. The orgasm wasn’t as
fulfilling as the three before them, but it was still a far cry
better than anything she had experience with any other boy. As she
slid off his cock and collapsed on the bed, she heard what sounded
like sex from the living room.

“You hear that?” Derrick
asked her.

“I was just about to ask you the same
thing,” ‘Jenny’ responded.

They both climbed out of
bed and opened the door just a smidge and peaked out. Moans and
grunts came from down the hall and the two half naked lovers
followed them like a trail of bread crumbs. Down the steps they
crept until they froze at the bottom.

Although the back of the sofa obscured some
of the view, the couple could see that Lamar and Dominic were tag
teaming Tiffani. They could just make out the top of her head as
Lamar fucked her mouth and pulled her hair. Dominic had her ass
cheeks in his hands and was slamming her from behind. Her muffled
cries of pleasure mixed with the two men’s grunts and groans as
they flexed their lean dark bodies against her thin frame.

Sarah felt Derrick getting
hard again as he pressed against her ass and she smiled. Sweet
little Tiffani was getting the fuck of her life from two black
thugs and it made Sarah’s pussy tingle with delight. She also knew
that a night like this may never come again and so she reached back
and ran her fingers along Derrick’s cock and rubbed it against her
ass cheeks. “That’s so fucking hot,” she whispered.

“You like that, Jenny?”
Derrick asked her.

“Mmm hmmm,” she agreed. Turning to him and
still stroking his long shaft, she spoke softly, “Listen, I want
you to do something for me.”

He looked into his white girl’s eyes, “What
you need, baby?”

“I want you to fuck my friend too. Fuck
Tiffani.”

“You sure? When? After
their done?”

“No,” she whispered. “Right now. I want all
three of you to fuck her while I watch. Please. Do it for me. Do
her now.”

“You are one freaky white girl you know
that?”

“Oh I know it. Go on now.”






*******






Tiffani woke up at 9am to the sound of her
phone – it was her boyfriend’s ringtone. Her head was still
throbbing from a hangover and she couldn’t quite make out what room
the phone was in. It seemed to be coming from the kitchen. The men
were all gone. Sarah was lying next to her naked with her arms and
legs sprawled out over the king sized bed. Her hair, face, and
breasts were covered in dried cum and her eye makeup was streaked
across her cheeks. A semen filled condom was stuck to her leg and
another one was on the pillow case just inches from her face.
Tiffani stumbled out of bed, fearful that she looked the same way…
or worse.

As she walked into the
bathroom she noted that her legs felt like rubber; the sort of
feeling she got when she was done working out for a long time. Her
groin was sore too and her vagina was raw. Her first instinct was
to take a shower and wipe the filth from her body. She had cheated
on her boyfriend and with three guys simultaneously to add insult
to injury. What was I thinking?!
she thought. How could I
betray his trust like some sick slut? Three black guys!? Oh no…

Tiffani sniffled and did
her best to hold back her crying as she looked in the mirror and
realized none of it was a dream. Her lipstick was smeared and her
mouth and chin still had dried globs of cum clinging to her. Her
hair was tangled mess and one of her diamond earrings that Greg had
bought her was missing. She was an absolute wreck. She turned on
the hot water and slipped behind the glass. Her aching back slid
down along the shower wall as she curled up in a ball and stared at
the water as it circled the drain, wishing she could somehow merge
with it and escape her own body.



Part V - Carol’s Corrupting
Ways






Hidden Secrets






If Ben had known what lay
beyond the door he had practically held open for his wife, he most
certainly would never have opened it. Carol’s trip to San Diego was
more than she could have hoped for, especially when it came to
Victor.

They met at the resort gym
while Ben was off golfing with a buddy who ‘happened’ to be
vacationing at the same time with his wife. Ben and his old pal
tried pairing off the wives so that they could get a free pass to
do whatever they wanted, but Carol couldn’t stand the woman.
Everything about the woman grated on her nerves and so she escaped
to the one place where Carol was convinced she would never go: the
exercise room. It was “too sweaty”, “too dirty”, “too many men”,
“not like my gym back home”, and the complaint list went
on.

When the bored housewife
first saw Victor, she couldn’t believe how cut he was. It was like
the man had been sculpted to please her eyes, his dark skin like an
ocean of chocolate that she wanted to bathe in. He was flanked by
two young blonde women who flipped their hair, touched his arms,
and did everything they could to drape themselves over him. But it
wasn’t long before his eyes met hers and she did nothing to
indicate that she wasn’t interested. Quite the contrary Carol
smiled and gave him long stares. That day he escaped the gym
without her notice, but the following day he was there again, minus
the blondes. It was then that the two began talking and Carol did
nothing to hide what she was after.

Her curiosity had not waned
about black men since she began watching the movies on the
computer. When Ben went on his business trip, she went on an online
shopping spree that cost her a $155 for a black, realistic looking
dong and a half dozen interracial DVDs. Hiding them was not an
issue since the man hadn’t lifted a finger to clean the house in
years. She simply tucked the movies under the bed and the toy into
her drawer. Of course she had to be somewhat careful; if Ben
discovered her infatuation the resulting fight would be epic in
proportions. He simply hated black people.

And perhaps that was part of why she enjoyed
it so much. Thinking about a black man impaling her with his man
tool while she slept with her racist husband made her feel so
incredibly naughty. He had no idea about the thoughts in her head,
about how she ‘warmed up’ by watching a giant ebony dick penetrate
a white woman. And when he was at work, Carol made a special effort
to lay in Ben’s half of the bed while she plunged her black dildo
in and out of herself, the whole time watching her dirty
movies.

After four days of Victor’s
magnificence servicing her body and her very first threesome, it
was time to head home. The flight in was a distraction as she
thought about the text messages on her phone, the dildo in her
drawer, the adult DVDs that Ben could never find. There were pangs
of jealousy that mixed with lust as she recalled the young bride
Jamie and their incredible threesome that last night. Burying her
face between the woman’s thighs while Victor pistoned Carol from
behind. The housewife simultaneously wanted to think of Victor as
her own while still being enthralled by the fact that she had
corrupted the newlywed into a black cock loving slut on her wedding
day.

These thoughts and feelings
should have made her feel guilty, she knew, but they instead left
Carol feeling naughty. Not the bad naughty like you got caught
eating a cookie from the jar before dinner. The ‘sexy naughty’, the
bad girl feeling that made her heart thump and her thighs
involuntarily squeeze together as she tried stimulating her mound
on the packed airplane.

Because the connecting
flight was delayed, Carol and Ben shuffled in at 1am, dropping
their bags in the hallway as they did practically crushing her cat
in the process. Ben stopped just long enough to check the
thermostat and went straight to bed. Carol picked up Rally and pet
him, scratching behind his ears as she checked his food and water
dish. Something was wrong though…

The house was clean. Too
clean. There was the smell of air freshener and the coffee table
was free of the magazines she had left on the corner. Instead they
were neatly stacked up underneath. Even with her already sleeping
husband in it, Carol knew the sheets had been washed and the bed
made. As the mom of a teenage girl, she knew the hallmarks of a
party. Little did she know that night what kind of party it
was.


Exposed Secrets






Ben was a pill that morning
getting up for work but once he was gone Carol was free to check on
things without his prying eyes. What she suspected the night before
she now knew: Sarah had certainly cleaned up the house.

The first thing she checked
was the black toy in the drawer. The box was still closed and the
toy appeared clean. Carol hadn’t cleaned it before they left but it
wasn’t that easy to tell if it was washed or not; you just had
remember that you had done it. Normally that wasn’t a problem since
adult toys were rather personal, but now she wasn’t sure if Sarah
had found it and cleaned it or been ignorant to it all along. She
closed the drawer.

Next she checked under the
bed and made sure the DVDs were all there. They appeared
undisturbed but it was impossible to remember what order they were
in. Carol quickly checked the cases and found everything looking
just as she left it. She called off the search.

The brunette woman decided
to take a shower before the day got on, turning on the water and
cracking open a new razor. When she finally stepped in the water
was hot and soothing, cascading over her naked body. It was a long
time to just stand in the stream but eventually she realized the
hot water wouldn’t last forever; she soaped and then decided to rid
her legs and bikini line of any stubble. While shaving, Carol
accidentally knocked over one of her shampoo bottles into the trash
can and cursed out loud.

“Damn it!” Leaning out of
the water stream to fish it out, she pulled the plastic container
up and a large used rubber came out with it, sticking to the
bottom.

“What the hell is this?” At first she
thought it was Ben’s – perhaps having an affair?- but this was
bigger than any condom she had seen. It was dried out but it
couldn’t have been very old; Carol had emptied the trash shortly
before their trip to California.

Carol shook the used prophylactic back into
the trash and finished up her shower. Quickly adorning her robe she
scrutinized the trash cans in the bathroom, the kitchen, the
bedroom, and the living room. She didn’t know exactly what had
happened, but she was able to piece it all together once Sarah’s
snooping was uncovered.






*******






“Sarah,” her mom called to her room, “Carol
and Ben are back. They want you to go over there.”

Sarah felt a knot in her stomach at the
sound of the message. “Did they say why?” she asked from behind her
door.

“Carol probably wants to pay you. Just run
over there, she wanted you to come by today.”

What did I miss? Did I
leave something out of place? Is something missing from the house?
Did she figure out I was in her bed? Her daughter’s bed? Using her
toy? Watching her DVDs? Sarah’s hands
started to get clammy at the thought of being caught. Things had
gotten out of hand… WAY out of hand, but there was no going back.
Sarah thought about the craziest week of her life as she stood
there waiting for Mrs. Stanwick to open the door. She held her
breath as she shivered in the cold wearing only a gray hoodie and
low rise jeans.

“Hi, Sarah!” Carol smiled
as she opened the door. “Come in, get out of the weather. Come in!”
Carol was wearing a green scoop neck tee that showed off a nice tan
that she must have gotten from past week and beige draw string
pants that showed off her athletic figure. Sarah hoped she looked
as good as her when she hit her forties.

“How was your vacation?” Sarah asked
nervously.

“Oh, it was fantastic. California is like a
different country. Certainly more pleasant than here with all the
ice and snow. Have you been there?”

“No, I went to Mexico once
though for the last Spring break. It was pretty cool. Uhm… My mom
said you wanted me for something?”

Carol was walking into the kitchen, “Come on
in. Please. I have your money for you.” The two women walked
through the living room and the cat trotted out from the bedroom
and rubbed along her leg as she went. Mrs. Stanwick grabbed an
envelope off the sink counter and handed it to Sarah. “I put a
little extra in there. My little Rally is so thankful, aren’t you
baby?” She picked up the cat and gave him several kisses on the
nose. “Was he well behaved?”

Sarah slipped the envelope
into her back pocket, “Yeah, he was great. I played with him a lot
and he actually came out from under the bed to play a few times. He
was cool.”

Carol looked at her
intently when she mentioned looking under the bed and Sarah
realized she might have said too much. “Listen, I hate to ditch you
but I kinda have to get going. I have an exam at the end of the
week I have to go study for.”

“Well, okay, you go then.” Mrs. Stanwick
held Rally in her arms and scratched behind his ears, “Thanks again
for taking care of my baby here, and the plants and bringing the
mail in. Tell your mom I said hello, okay?”

“No problem.” Sarah turned to go when Carol
stopped her.

“I almost forgot. I got you a gift too.”

“You didn’t have to do that,” Sarah told
her, smiling.

“Oh yes I did. Here you go.” Carol handed
the redheaded teenager a wrapped package from behind the kitchen
table. “Go on, open it.”

“Right now?”

“Yes. Please.”

Sarah pulled the bright pink bow from the
top and looked at the card. FOR SARAH is all it read. She opened up
the lid and peered down at the black dildo from Mrs. Stanwick’s
drawer. It was covered in Magnum Extra-Large condom wrappers and
used, dried out condoms. The teenager turned red and felt dizzy
from the embarrassment. She looked at her girlfriend’s mom, her
eyes as wide as saucers and her mouth agape. “I, uh, what is-”

“Don’t try to deny you know where these came
from. Did you forget to clean out the trash can bins?” She stared
icily at her teenage neighbor, “And the toy you found was cleverly
placed exactly where you found it, but you used up all my
lubricant, Sarah. You couldn’t have found one without the
other.”

“Listen, I’m really sorry, I can
explain.”

Carol looked at her contemplatively and then
sat back in her chair. “Okay, Sarah. Explain it to me. In
detail…”


Wicked Webs






Coaxing the information out of Sarah wasn’t
nearly as easy as she hoped. Carol knew that the computer hadn’t
been touched, but the DVDs were found and watched, the toy used,
and Sarah had enjoyed at least two different black men in her
house. In her bed. In her daughter’s bed.

“And those were the men
from the club?” she asked. Sarah just nodded. “Well, you aren’t my
daughter but I am really pissed that you let two strangers into my
house, let alone what you were doing in my bed. And Jennifer’s bed
too, I needn’t point out.” She stood up and started to walk out of
the kitchen when Sarah grabbed her attention.

“I said I’m sorry,” the teenage girl whined.
“Listen, you aren’t going to tell my mom, are you?”

Carol raised her eyebrows
when Sarah said that. It was a memory of one of the dirty movies
she watched. An older woman. An eighteen
year old girl. Me rubbing my clit to an exquisite orgasm thinking
about the very type of situation that is now happening. A young
woman confessing her sexual escapades to the older seductress. No,
I can’t. If I cross this line and things go wrong it could be
horrible. But what if they go my way? Will a chance like this ever
come again? 

She looked back at the
nineteen year old who was almost a daughter to her.
The nineteen year-old who masturbated with
my dildo, on
my bed,
Carol corrected her thinking. Who had sex with well hung black men right where I spent
hours fantasizing about doing that very thing.

“Well, I probably should
tell your mom…” Carol’s voice was unsure as she heard herself in
her own head, careful about crossing the line before her. “But
maybe we can keep this a secret between us. That is, if you are
okay with certain arrangements?” She gently rested her hand on
Sarah’s shoulder and let it linger.

The teen looked at Carol’s
hand on her skin, terrified to look into her eyes, nervous at the
touch, but not willing to upset her by pulling away. “I, uh- what
kind of arrangements?”

“Well, for one, I think I’d
like to know more about these men you let into my house. The ones
you slept with. I’d like to know a lot more actually.” Carol put
her free hand on Sarah’s other shoulder and she felt a noticeable
jump in the redhead. She squeezed her shoulders gently, “Relax,
Sarah. You are so tense.”

“O-o-okay.”

“As you probably have figured out, my tastes
in the bedroom are a lot more ‘diverse’ than you might have
thought. If you are willing to introduce me to your friends, it
might be a lot of fun for us.”

Sarah swallowed hard, “Us?”

“We just need to understand
each other. I know what you like,” Carol pivoted Sarah’s head
gently to look at the black dildo, “and now you need to know what I
like.” With that she slid her hands down her teenager’s skin along
her neck and into her top, feeling Sarah’s small breasts in her
hands. Leaning down she brushed her read hair away from her neck
with her nose and kissed along her freckled flesh.

The hair on the back of
Sarah’s neck was standing straight up and she had goose bumps up
and down her arms. She let out a gasp as Jennifer’s mom ran her
fingers over her hardening nipples and she gripped the table edge
to steady her tightening body. Frozen in place by the shock of the
moment, her thoughts raced through a myriad of scenarios.
I can’t believe this is happening. What if I stop
her? Will she tell my mother what I had done? Would my brother find
out or my dad or the neighbors? What would Jenny say? Oh! Now she’s
kissing me. This can’t be happening. Mrs. Stanwick is the last
person I thought would even try something with another girl. Of
course I never thought she would like black men and watch porn and
have a dildo and- Now she’s squeezing my nipples. Why am I not
stopping this? I can’t possibly let this happen! This is Jenny’s
MOM!

Carol pulled Sarah out of
her chair and pushed her against the wall, her lips brushing
against Sarah’s as she ran her hands over the teen’s petite frame.
The redhead looked terribly nervous and she gasped when Carol ran
her hand down between her legs. The girl said nothing and Carol
continued her exploration of her daughter’s friend. She couldn’t
help but smile from the thick feeling of wickedness building in her
stomach, the powerfulness of bending little Sarah like a piece of
clay. The teen put up her hands like a barrier, afraid to push
though, hesitant to actually stop the seduction. Carol grabbed her
hands and drew them over her Sarah’s head, pinning them against the
wall as she transformed her delicate kiss to a full-mouthed lip
lock. Her daughter’s friend tried to stay ‘wait’ but the
housewife’s forceful wet embrace stifled the word before it could
manifest. There was no going back now.

Sarah tingled from her head
to her toes as Carol’s toned thigh pushed between her legs and
rubbed against her crotch. Nothing could have prepared her for what
was happening and she didn’t know if she should try to stop it or
if she even wanted it stopped. Dozens of lesbian fantasies were
culminating in a single moment that was perversely wicked even by
recent standards. She and Jennifer had only kissed the one time.
The one evening with Tiffani had her attention spread over four
people – their lesbian touches were exciting but brief. Now a woman
who was old enough to be her mom –a woman she had even called ‘mom’
on occasion- was unbuttoning her jeans and sucking on her earlobe
and whispering dirty things in her ear. One on one, she was full
bent on having Sarah sexually and there was nothing to stand in her
way. Carol’s fingers slipped into Sarah’s panties and she let out a
squeal of pleasure.

“Oooh, nice and wet. So
you’re a very bad girl after all, aren’t you, Sarah?” The middle
aged woman was alight with passion; filthy dirty lust for this girl
half her age as she pumped her digits between her lips and felt
drips of her excitement building between her fingers. The world
seemed to spin out of control and fall apart, replaced by a strange
alternate universe where every carnal desire was achieved just by
taking it. There were no “no’s” in this new world, and if there was
it was probably a “yes” in disguise. Sarah did nothing to fight off
Carol’s lesbian advances and that meant she was free to enjoy every
square inch of her youthful flesh.

The teenager looked down as
Jennifer’s mom disappeared between her legs and then she felt the
woman’s tongue flicking along her labia. It made her bounce up on
her toes and bang her head against the wall. Carol didn’t stop
though. She munched at Sarah like she was a snack, devouring her
and tasting her juices. Closing her eyes she simply let this older
woman have her way, letting her provide Sarah with this wildly
kinky pleasure. The room seemed to spin and time was fluid. She
didn’t even remember ending up in the Stanwick’s bedroom, being
stripped to nothing but her socks, her arms stuck over her head
with her hoodie wrapped around the bending twists of the king size
bed’s headboard, restraining her helplessly.

Carol looked at Sarah’s
wriggling form as she licked the dildo, slicking it up with her
saliva, prepping it for penetrating the nineteen year old. She
slipped it into her tight hole and watched her natural red pubic
hair part, accepting the black phallus. Looking up at Sarah’s
pouting lips Carol cooed, “Oh that looks so nice. I bet it feels so
good too, doesn’t it?”

Sarah nodded and Carol
continued. “Is this what you did while I was out on vacation? Huh?
Did you fuck your little pussy really hard watching all my dirty
movies? Did your black boyfriends do you right here in my bed? Did
it feel nice and big like this? Come on, bad girl. You can tell me
all about it. Tell me while I pump you with this fat black
toy.”

Sarah told her everything between her cries
of pleasure.






*******






Carol woke up an hour later
next to Sarah’s naked frame. She was curled up in a fetal position,
turned away from her lesbian seducer. What
an experience! What a moment! The housewife
had enjoyed her girl-girl kiss with her old friend Allison years
ago and her experience with newlywed Jamie in California was an eye
opener. But never had Carol had such lust for a woman until she had
Sarah one-on-one, uninterrupted, with no man’s body to distract her
(despite how good that distraction might feel). It was so close to
when Ben was coming home but Carol was an explorer of Sarah’s
flesh, bound and determined to discover all of its secrets and
extracting all of its resources.

Sarah woke up to Jennifer’s
mother straddling her face. Looking at the woman’s neatly trimmed
pussy hair she could see the moistness already building up on her
mound once more. She wanted to crawl out of the bed, but the
woman’s weight was pressing down on her arms, her body hot with
desire. “Wait. Uhm, Mrs. Stanwick, maybe we should-”

“Shhhh,” Carol put her
finger over her Sarah’s mouth. “No talking. I need you to do
something else with that sweet mouth of yours. Now open
wide.” Riding this sweet girl’s tongue
again is going to feel so good, she
delighted. Each motion of the nineteen year old’s mouth made the
housewife quiver and inexorably drew their fates
together.






*******






It had been over two weeks
of perverse pleasure with Mrs. Stanwick. Sarah hadn’t even gone to
school today, missing classes she desperately needed to catch up
in. There was an exam next week that she couldn’t afford to fail
and yet here she was again with her legs spread wide open and her
pussy being licked and sucked on. Mrs. Stanwick was seemingly
insatiable and her appetite for Sarah’s juices never-ending. That
is until Derrick came over. 

The day after her
seduction, Sarah had gone straight home after school and boarded
herself up in her room – music blaring, text books spread across
her floor, and the door closed and locked. She couldn’t have stated
it any clearer that she wanted to be left alone. Her afternoon with
Carol Stanwick had put her on edge, like she had gotten into
something that she didn’t know how to get out of. It was fun when
she was pretending to be Jennifer and having the run of her
neighbor’s house. It was even perversely fun watching her ‘bff’
Tiffany being ravished by the three black men Sarah had let into
the house. But since then things had gotten weird in a
hurry.

Tiffany was filled with
guilt and on the verge of breaking up with her boyfriend and barely
spoke to Sarah at school. And Carol’s lesbian seduction? That one
came out of nowhere. The woman was attractive and sexy – that much
wasn’t under debate. But her forceful nature and hints of blackmail
were frightening, and perhaps too alluring.

“We can keep this a secret, can’t we,
Sarah?” Carol told her after enjoying her flesh for hours. “I’m
sure you don’t want your mom and brother knowing what we did all
day, let alone anything getting back to your father.”

Sarah nodded in agreement but the words hung
in the air. Would Carol actually tell anyone about their sexual
escapades? The answer to that would come days later, but she didn’t
know it at the time. Sarah simply tried to tune out the memories by
immersing herself in her neglected college courses. Her brother was
in the living room and her mom was out again; she had been leaving
the house for long blocks of time and even spent the night with “a
friend” the previous weekend. The time that she did spend at home
was locked away in her room on the phone. If Sarah hadn’t been so
distracted by the event events she might have taken a greater
interest in what was happening in the house.

There was a rap on the door that startled
the redhead. “What!?” she yelled.

“Carol’s at the door for you!” Brian
screamed back.

“Can you just tell her I’m busy?” she asked
as she turned down the volume on her stereo.

“Tell her yourself. I gotta
go meet Crystal. Bye!”

She heard Brian’s footsteps fading away and
him talking to somebody in the house. The front door closing and a
moment later the sound of heels on the wooden floor coming toward
her room.

“Sarah, can I come in?” Carol asked from the
hallway.

“Uh, yeah, hold on,” the
nineteen year old answered. She reluctantly got off the bed and
headed to the door, briefly checking herself in the
mirror. If I don’t want this to happen,
why am I concerned with how I look? she
wondered. Opening the door she looked at Carol who had done a
really nice job on her makeup. He body was wrapped in a long heavy
green winter jacket that extended down to her knees. Her shoes were
definitely not snow boots however. The heels were tall and black
and strappy, wrapping her ankles and low on her calves. They
weren’t the type of foot wear you wore just anywhere. “Hi, Mrs.
Stanwick.”

“Hi, sweetheart,” Carol
greeted her back, leaning over and kissing her delicately on the
lips. Sarah instinctively pulled back and the middle aged woman
took note of it. “Hey, sweetie, what’s wrong?”

Sarah shrugged, “I dunno. This just feels
weird. Doesn’t it feel weird to you?”

“You weren’t saying it felt weird yesterday,
Sarah. In fact you were saying quite the opposite.”

“I know but-”

“But nothing,” Carol stepped into the room
and slowly closed the door behind her. “We’re just having some fun,
right? Don’t you want to have some fun, Sarah?”

“You’re my friend’s mom. I mean, you’re like
a second mother to me. Isn’t it weird for you being with a girl the
same age as your daughter?” Carol stepped forward and Sarah stepped
back.

“It’s terrible, isn’t it? And what about
you? How did feel having your sweet little pussy licked by somebody
the same age as your mother?”

She didn’t answer. Instead
Sarah backed up until she was stopped by her own bed, and even then
she slid up on top of the covers. Carol unbuttoned the coat to
reveal a sexy black corset and black stockings. Where her panties
should have been there dangled a thick black strap-on dildo that
reached over half way down her thigh.

“Besides, bad girl, we had an arrangement,
remember?”

Sarah gave a nervous grin
as she looked her neighbor up and down. She felt a wicked tingle go
through her young body as Mrs. Stanwick fell upon her and kissed
her deeply. The text books and papers she had fanned out on the
bedspread scattered to the floor as the two women separated by a
generation embraced each other again in a forbidden
tryst.

The soft flesh against her own. The forceful
woman above her taking charge. The kisses. The sucking. The
rubbing. The licking.

And this is what happened
on and off for fourteen days. When her house was occupied, the
teenager would stop by Carol’s house for an hour or so. Sarah’s
mother and brother were frequently gone and on those days Carol
came to the Kinsey house for a teenage bite to eat. Neither woman
had any idea things were going to get even wilder.


Meeting Sarah






Derrick’s Nissan pulled
into the cul-de-sac on the brisk winter afternoon. He hadn’t heard
from Jennifer in a week and was figuring that his piece of ass was
gone for good. She did mention her parents were coming back from
vacation but apparently this white girl was feeling the fever bad
enough to risk meeting him in the middle of the day. They talked
briefly the previous day about him coming over in the
morning.

“Don’t you got classes?” he asked
Jennifer.

“Well, uh, yeah, but don’t
worry about that. Just come on over. Remember to park down the
street a bit like last time,” she reminded him. Her voice sounded
shaky but he didn’t pick up on it till after the call. Something
seemed off about their chat but when he rang her back he got voice
mail. He sent a couple texts to her but she didn’t respond until
late that night.

JUST COME OVR ITS COOL. He
looked it over cautiously and was ready to cancel but got a call
from his friend Dominic. It was enough to distract him and the
message never was sent.

The next day he got up and
showered right away, deviating from his typical routine. Originally
he was planning on meeting his boys to work out but Derrick’s
morning call was obviously more interesting. He ran the soap over
his smooth skin, scrubbing himself for his pale princess and
tugging at himself just a smidge in the shower. Jennifer’s booty
call played out fine for him since work didn’t start till 3pm. That
was enough time to get his piece, get another shower, and punch in
with time to spare.

As Derrick drove past the
cul-de-sac he saw Jennifer’s car across the court from her house;
it was strange enough to put him on the alert as he parked and
pulled out his phone to text her.

U HOME?

There was an immediate
response, YES.

Derrick locked the care and
walked around the corner. The lean black man pulled his jacket
closed tight and glanced over at the house where Jennifer’s car was
at. He noticed somebody peaking through the blinds but with the
sunlight shining on the window and the ice reflecting everywhere it
was impossible to say who it was or what they looked
like.

The last thing he needed
was the po po showing up for breaking and entering so he stepped up
his pace as he walked up the path and rang the doorbell instead of
just walking in. A couple seconds passed and he glanced over his
shoulder. He noticed the blinds in the window of the house across
the street shifted again. Obviously somebody noticed him, probably
somebody who didn’t like the idea of him being in the neighborhood.
Derrick’s head swiveled back and he heard footsteps and then the
door opened. He looked up at a middle aged white woman with brown
shoulder length hair and a tight body. She was taller than Jennifer
by a few inches and had a different face. She also wasn’t as fair
as his white princess. This woman was still Caucasian but she was
tan and missing the freckles Jennifer had on her nose and chest.
Small titties to boot but he could tell from the front that she had
a back end that was tight. The jeans she squeezed into clung to her
hips and thighs and she was wearing black strappy heels that you
would normally see on a girl frequenting the club scene.

“Can I help you?” she asked. There was a
slight smile on her face but Derrick was conflicted between
undressing the MILF in front of him and making sure he was at the
right house. He looked at the address and the doorway just to make
sure. “Can I help you?” she repeated.

“Uh, yeah, sorry, I was s’posed to meet
Jennifer. She here?”

“She’s at school. Come in.”
The woman opened the door wide and gestured to the living
room.

Derrick stood on the porch, “Hey, that’s
okay. She told me she was here-”

“You mean she called you today?”

“Naw, she texted me.”

“You mean from this cell phone?” the woman
held up Jennifer’s hot pink phone. “No, that was me. Come in,
Derrick, we need to talk.”

“Whoah, wassup here? Is she under eighteen
or somethin’ cuz she didn’t say nothin’ ‘bout that.” Derrick took a
full step back and was ready to bolt. The last thing he needed was
some overly protective mother charging him with statutory rape,
especially when the girl was the one that invited him into her bed
in the first place.

The brunette put up her hand, “Derrick, slow
down. She’s nineteen and that wasn’t my concern. It would be a lot
easier to explain if you just came in.”

The brown skinned young man assessed the
woman’s face carefully then stepped into the house. If she was
going to call the police she certainly didn’t look upset. It might
have been a trap, he supposed, but why bother? Why not just press
charges? It would be the first time some white parent called 5-0
after finding that he slept with their eager daughter, but that was
for trespassing. What was this woman’s angle?

Once in the hallway she
introduced herself as Carol Stanwick and Derrick was too quick to
point out he recognized her from the picture in the
bedroom.

Carol smiled, “Oh really?
Well, while you were in there did you see this picture?” She
extended her arm out to hand him a frame from off the wall. The
photo was a young girl, High School graduation no doubt from the
robe she wore, pretty with dark hair and a smile that looked just
like Carol’s.

“No. Who’s that?”

“This is my daughter Jennifer.”

Derrick paused for a long
moment then looked up at his mysterious hostess, “What’s that
now? This is
Jennifer?” He pointed at the picture.

Carol nodded.

“Then who’s the other girl that lives here?
Her sister?”

She took him gently by the hand and pushed
open the bedroom door. Lying on her back was the girl Derrick knew
as Jennifer, her naked frame tied up to the bed with some type of
silky material and her mouth gagged with the same. A porn movie was
playing on the TV with the volume turned down low; it was the same
one he had seen her watching the second night they were
together.

“This is Sarah. She’s my neighbor’s daughter
and she lives across the street. She was taking care of my house
while I was on vacation for a week. Apparently she was taking care
of more than just feeding the cat it seems.”

So Jenny was actually
Sarah? Derrick wondered.
I knew something was off about this girl. Too
many questions and not enough answers. If
it wasn’t for her fleshy body squirming uncomfortably on the bed he
would have been out of there for sure. But there was nothing normal
about this situation.

“So wait, why you bringin’ me in here?” he
turned his attention back and forth from Carol to the bound
teenager on the bed.

Carol ran her finger down Derrick’s chest
seductively. “Come on, Derrick. Sarah told me all about what a
great lover you are. I am sure you can figure it out.”






******






Derrick erupted in a shower
of hot cum, spurting globs of the white sticky mess across Carol’s
stomach and tits. He hadn’t brought protection but the horny
housewife didn’t seem to mind. Even so, he pulled out at the last
moment in a cinematic style that should have placed the twenty-four
year old in the running for a pornographic award.
She ain’t as tight as Sarah, he thought, but she knows how to
move those hips right!

Unfortunately he hadn’t been able to do a
side-by-side comparison like he wanted. Carol wouldn’t let him. His
fuck-buddy, the Jennifer-imposter, remained tied up to the bed and
squirmed in frustration as the older woman lay right next to her
and took Derrick’s manhood for the past twenty minutes.

“Don’t touch her!” she
shouted. “Sarah’s been a bad girl and this is her punishment. I get
you all to myself today.” Carol insisted on torturing the poor girl
by denying her the dark pleasure of her night club lover. Now she
was rolling between Sarah’s legs and began lapping at the
teenager’s throbbing clit, waving her ass in the air to tempt
Derrick back.

“Come on, big boy, is that
all you’ve got?” she broke away from her oral pleasuring of the
redhead just long enough to coax Derrick behind her. It worked. He
ran his brown hands over her perfect ass and smacked it, giving the
housewife a thrill as she sucked the teenage pussy in front of her.
He looked into Sarah’s eyes for a solid minute, witnessing her
jealousy mix with frustration and pleasure. For a moment he almost
considered trying to release the girl from the silken ties, but
then thought against it. In he slipped to Carol’s wet tunnel and
began again to pump her.

“That’s it, Sarah. Watch
your boyfriend fuck me! Watch that brown dick fill me up while I
lick on your pussy. You like it? Tell me you want him. Go on, beg
for it!” Carol fingers were slick with the younger girl’s juices as
she pushed them in and out of her mound.

“Please! Please let Derrick
fuck me! Ohhh! Please, I need cock. I need his cock so bad right
now…” Sarah meant it too. She was beyond aroused. The jealousy was
still there, that was true, but she needed a man inside of her.
After the weeks of Carol’s lesbian trysts Sarah was aching for that
male presence, that masculine frame mounted above her.

“You can fuck her now,”
Carol permitted the young black man to dismount her. The housewife
noted that he delayed pulling out of her and internally was pleased
that Derrick was probably happy staying inside of her instead of
the young girl’s thighs. She rolled out of the way and watched as
his thick member, slick with her own juices, was poised above her
vaginal lips. Carol grabbed it and rubbed the head on the teenage
pussy, slapping the tip of his cock on Sarah’s clit and watched her
writhe.

“Do her,” the middle aged woman demanded.
“Do her hard. Fuck her little pussy!”

Derrick didn’t need that much convincing. He
slipped into the redheaded teen’s slit and marveled how wet she
was. The two women he was sandwiched between were crazy with lust
as he pleasured his young lover at the encouragement of the
older.

He had been with some
amazing women and engaged in some hot sexual moments. He had taken
two Korean beauties simultaneously when he was stationed overseas;
but that was a ‘paid service’. He and his boys had passed around
Sarah and her girlfriend Tiffany for an entire night in what was
one of his wilder experiences. But this threesome was something
special; it was initiated by an interracial-obsessed teenager and a
size queen housewife and the young man was glad to rise to the
occasion.

Carol Stanwick had her
freak on for sure, pushing on his hips and smacking his ass,
prodding him to hammer Sarah brutally with his man stick. And the
nineteen year old wailed in pleasure underneath him – her
restrained hands clenched around the ties, desperately trying to
hold on to the ride he was giving her. It was going to be a long
ride for sure.


Greedy, Greedy






The snow had long melted
and the thaw of Spring was just within grasp. The weather around
Roxburn Heights seemed to warm with Carol’s blistering hot
indiscretions that occurred right under her husband’s nose. But
after years of Ben cheating on her, Carol knew the things to hide
and the things to say and the things to do. She kept performing her
warm-ups right before sex, but instead of looking at porn she had
started sending instant messages to Derrick. She would tell him how
she was dreading having her husband’s white dick inside of her and
how she couldn’t wait to see him again.

Derrick did nothing to hold her back either.
Sarah was certainly a hot piece and the half dozen threesomes they
had done together were always worth it. But the teenage girl
started calling him ‘to talk’ or to ‘just hang out’. Her questions
about what he was doing and where he was going began to get
annoying. It was one thing to have a girlfriend after you; it was
another thing to have some piece of ass thinking she was anything
more than that.

Carol, on the other hand,
wanted to be a piece of ass. She didn’t call Derrick to hang out
–she called him to fuck. When they couldn’t meet she would
occasionally text him or call him to arrange a rendezvous but that
was the end of it. She never wondered if he was sleeping with
somebody else or if he wanted more from their arrangement. In truth
he wasn’t planning on being around past May anyway. Unbeknownst to
the women in his life and most of his friends, he had been taking
courses on aircraft mechanics and he was already betting on a job
out in L.A. The last thing he needed was some girl hanging off his
arm and holding him back from getting out of this shit town. Sarah
and Carol were just a fun distraction, only one didn’t know it and
the other did.

Sarah finally started to notice that things
weren’t what they seemed when she stepped out of her house to see
Derrick walking up to Carol’s front porch across the street.

“Hey, Derrick, what are you doing here?” she
squinted at him and walked across the court to see her lover.
Derrick looked over his shoulder at the Stanwick house to see if
anyone was watching and then gave Sarah a quick hug.

“Hey, baby, I thought you was at
school?”

“I was supposed to be but I overslept and
missed my first class. So, what are you doing here?”

“Uh, ya know I was just gonna stop in to see
Carol. She called me an’ all this mornin’.” He looked around to see
who might be watching them. Nobody seemed to be about.

“So, you’re going to be with Carol today
without me there?” Sarah asked, a hurt tone striking in her
voice.

“Well, I didn’t think it was a problem-”

“No, it isn’t. It’s no big deal. I just
haven’t been with you – I mean just you – in a long time. But
that’s cool. It’s not like we’re dating or whatever.” Sarah backed
off and starting slowly inching back toward her car.

“Hey, if it’s a
problem-”

“No, I told you its okay.
Derrick. Just go and have fun and call me whenever.” Sarah turned
and got into her car. Slamming the door she drove around the court,
turning around, and headed out to the main street where Derrick had
parked.

The black man turned back to the Stanwick
house and walked up to the front door to find Carol waiting in only
a white robe. Her face told him she had heard the whole
conversation out in the middle of the cul-de-sac, but she mentioned
nothing.

“Good morning, Derrick,” she greeted him,
taking his creamy brown hand in hers and pulling him into the
house. “How much time do we have before you head off to work?”

“About three hours.”

“Oh, that’s too bad. I have all day. I guess
we better get started soon then.” Carol pulled the robe off and
dropped it to the floor. She was completely nude – her toned figure
was a great thing to see first thing in the morning. It was even
better to see her getting on her knees and unbuckling his pants
right in the foyer of the house.






*******






Weeks went by and Sarah
felt discarded. Carol stopped her lesbian advances and Derrick
barely responded to her texts. She didn’t see his car after that
one day but she just knew they were meeting; knew they were
fucking. In many ways it was worse than being cheated on because
they both had been involved with her. Sure, the relationships were
convoluted at best and centered solely on sex, but Sarah had become
accustom to being Derrick’s play toy and Carol’s lesbian concubine.
She was desperate for physical contact; playing with herself left
the nineteen year old feeling unsatisfied. It didn’t stop her, of
course, but the dildo Carol gave her was just a sad reminder of
what that slutty housewife was getting and Sarah was denied. It
drove the redhead crazy with jealousy and she needed to vent to
somebody.

“Tiffany, he won’t call me back
anymore.”

“Does that surprise you?” her friend
retorted over the phone.

“Well, I wasn’t sure how he’d be. He seemed
really into me.”

“So do you think he’s seeing somebody
else?”

I know he is. He’s fucking
my freaky bisexual neighbor who seduced me just to get to
him. Sarah couldn’t tell her the truth, “I
think he is but I can’t be sure.”

“I thought you didn’t want a relationship
with this guy? What do you care?” Tiffani’s tone was exasperated;
she wasn’t the sympathetic friend she was back in January before
the ‘blacking’. First she went into a weepy mood for a week, then
she broke off her relationship with Greg, and then she just got
quiet. Now she was being belligerent and it was pissing Sarah
off.

“Well, I thought you wanted to be in a
relationship with Greg but you killed that.” It was a mean thing to
say but it was off her tongue before she could stop herself.

“Well, whose fault is that, Sarah?!”

“Yours! Don’t blame me
because you wanted to fuck three niggers at the same time!
Slut!”

“Well, since you did the same thing that
makes you a slut too!”

Tiffany hung up the phone.
Sarah threw her cell onto the bed and screamed into her
pillow.

“Sarah, are you okay in
here?” her mother knocked briefly then opened the teen’s bedroom
door.

“Yeah, mom. I’m fine. Just pissed with
somebody, that’s all.”

“Tiffany?” Alice guessed, stepping in and
sitting on the edge of the bed.

“Yes, among others.”

“Wow, sounds like something happened. Do you
want to talk about it?”

“Not really.”

“Are there guy problems?”

Sarah wiped a tear from her eye, but stifled
her emotional outburst. “Yeah, you could say that. But nothing bad.
I mean it’s not what you might think.”

“Well I know I haven’t been around much
lately because of my own ‘guy problems’, but I have some time now.
Why don’t you tell me what’s going on?”

What am I supposed to say,
mom? That I’ve been fucking a black guy for weeks and now your
whore-friend Carol stole him from me after we had a brief lesbian
affair right under your nose? Sarah rolled
her eyes, “Mom, it’s okay, really. I’ll be fine. I just need to be
alone, all right?”

Alice kissed her daughter
on the forehead and left the room. Sarah took a deep breath and,
after she calmed down, stared at her phone and thumbed through her
contact list. She was tempted to call Jennifer and tell her what a
slut her mother was but then she thought the better of it. Besides,
she wasn’t sure who she missed most – Derrick or Carol. She ran
through the list twice before she selected a name and pressed TALK.
The other end rang three times and then a familiar voice picked up
on the other end.

“Hi! What are you doing?” There was loud
music in the background and some people yelling.

“Just wanted to talk. Can you talk for a
second?”

“Well, not for long. I’m…
out… right now. Is everything okay? Where are you?”

“I’m just sitting on my
bed, ready to kill Carol Stanwick and my best friend Tiffany. Just
call me when you’re done with whatever you’re doing,
okay?”

The voice answered back,
“Wait! I want to talk to you. Hold on a sec, okay?”

“Okay.” Sarah waited as the line went mute
for a minute. The background noise came back on and the voice
returned as well.

“Sarah, can you meet me
downtown? There is a little diner on 5th and Robinson next to the
strip club. You know it?”

“Yeah. Why?”

“Just meet me there in a
half hour and we’ll hang and talk, okay?”

“Okay. Oh, and don’t tell my brother we’re
talking, okay?”

“Not a problem.”

“Thanks, Crystal.”




 Part
VI - Brian’s
Betrayal






Is that all there is?






Crystal Pemberton looked
down at the five inch little penis before her and started laughing,
“Wait, is that it? HAHAHAHAHA!”

“Well, I’m not all the way hard yet,” Brian
insisted.

“I mean, I knew it was small, but I had no
idea it was that small.” The naked blonde closed her legs and sat
up in bed, doing a poor job of suppressing her laughter. “I’m
sorry, Brian, but the way you talked up your game made you sound
like the world’s best lover and I’m just not seeing it.”

The redheaded eighteen year-old was
flustered as he pulled up his pants, “You know, you’re just a
bitch!”

“Hey don’t be that way,” Crystal soothed
him, touching his hands and stopping him from pulling his pants all
the way up. “I really do like you, Brian. You are very sweet and
doting but this just caught me off guard. I know this was supposed
to be your first time and all but…”

“But what?”

“Sit down, babe,” she told him, patting the
bed next to her. “Let me explain something to you. I told you from
the beginning that I’m not the good girl type and you said you were
cool with that. A girl has her needs and this girl,” she pointed to
herself, “needs… Well, I need more than what you have.”

“So after all this we’re not going to have
sex?!”

“Not right now, sweetie. But it doesn’t mean
we can’t do other things though.”

“Like what?”

Crystal stared up in the air as if to try to
come up with something, then smiled. “Okay, here is what I want
from you. Stand up in front of me with your pants down. Get up.
Come on.”

She used her best voice of encouragement to
goad her boyfriend out of his slumped posture and up at attention.
Brian finally stood up in front of the bed and looked down at his
girlfriend’s sexy body. She sat on the bed with her legs spread and
dangling off the edge so that she was right in front of him. Her
face was only a couple feet from his semi-flaccid penis. “Do you
like my body, Brian?”

He looked her over and admired the naked
flesh before him. Crystal’s long blonde hair draped over her
shoulders and pointed toward an incredible set of tits; they looked
like C cup or bigger and her nipples were perfectly rigid. Her
tanned skin clung to a trim waist and a curvy set of hips that held
her luscious legs in place. It was obvious from looking at her head
to toe that she worked out and earned the body she had. He gulped,
“Uhhh, yeah. I mean totally. You have the best body ever. I’ve
never dated anyone like you.”

“Look at me, Brian. No, don’t touch!” she
scolded when he grabbed for her breasts. “Just look. Your ‘mini-me’
must like my body too. You’re hard again.”

“Hehehe. So, uh, what are we going to do? I
mean, when can I touch you?”

“Who said you can touch me? I want you to
touch yourself. It’s okay. I want you to do it. Grab your dick,
Brian, and rub yourself in front of me. I’ll make it worth the
effort,” she teased, spreading her legs further apart and rubbing
her clit. Her eyes were locked with Brian’s as she licked her lips
and massaged her shaved mound. He desperately wanted to run his
hands over her and feel her smooth skin, to plunge into her wetness
and pump in and out of her, but Crystal wouldn’t allow it. Each
time he inched closer to her, she pushed him back. “Oh no, not for
you. Just watch. I want you to watch me.”

His girlfriend leaned over to her nightstand
and opened it up, exposing a dozen sex toys that poked out in a
variety of directions. She pulled out a seven inch pink sparkling
vibrator and held it out toward his dick as if to compare them. The
toy was clearly longer and thicker than his own member and Brian
watched as she turned it on and slid the humming phallus between
her waiting pussy lips. “You like watching that, Brian?”

He nodded and stroked his
cock faster as he watched his girlfriend fuck herself in front of
him. He wanted her so bad but she had made it clear that she wanted
him jacking off. It was embarrassing but he justified it since she
was masturbating too. That makes it okay, right?
How many guys in my situation would say
no?

“Ooh, that’s it Brian, stroke it faster,”
she commanded him, sitting up and letting a trickle of spit drop
from her perfect red lips right onto his cock head. The lubrication
sped his efforts as Crystal held out her hand right in front of
Brian’s dick. “Now cum in my hand. Do it. Right here in my palm.
Jack off for me. Do it, you little bitch!” She was sliding the
vibrator over her clit now with the other hand and staring at
Brian’s member, waiting for it to release.

“Oh! Oh! UHHHH!” Brian felt his semen shoot
out and watched it land in Crystal’s fingers.



She stood up and expertly turned the knob of
the vibrator to the OFF position with one hand, then tossed it back
in the drawer. “How did that feel, boyfriend?”

“Good. I mean I wish I could have touched
you somewhere though.”

“Yeah, not going to happen,” she told him,
slapping her cum filled hand on his bare chest. “Not if you keep on
pestering me about it.”

He looked down at his own sperm clinging to
his skin in a sticky streaky hand print shape and back up at
Crystal who was putting on her panties and t-shirt. “So, wait, does
that mean we might do something though if I don’t pester you?”

“Uh, you asking me
is pestering me. Don’t
you know anything about women? You aren’t supposed to ask. Now are
you going to take me shopping or not?”

“Yeah, I guess, but are we still going to go
to the movies tomorrow?” he asked, grabbing a tissue and wiping the
mess from his chest.

“I don’t know. I made plans for tomorrow
afternoon but I guess we can still go. In fact…” she smiled at him
and gave him a peck on the cheek, “I want you to come by around two
PM. Okay?”

“Yeah, sure that’s early but I guess we
could… You know… Do whatever you want… Uhm. Okay then. Two?

She just stared at him, “Yeah. Two. Don’t
push me Brian. You’re lucky I let you even cum in my hand with that
little thing. Now get out. I’ve got to get dressed and I want to do
it alone. Go! Go! Go!”

Brian quickly donned his shirt and shoes and
walked into the apartment’s hallway as she shut the bedroom door.
He silently cursed himself for not grabbing some tissues as the cum
on his stomach soaked through his shirt and formed a wet stain that
was clearly visible. He shuffled into the bathroom and tried
cleaning up the gooey mess but it was too late.


How I Met my Mistress






Crystal and Brian met a few
weeks after he graduated from High School, long before Carol
Stanwick began her warm-up sessions, months before Sarah’s snooping
led her into the arms of her black lover Derrick. Life in the
Roxburn Heights cul-de-sac was at the time quite mundane compared
to the racy sexual antics and crazy affairs that would begin nine
months later. And, although he had no idea what was to come, it was
eighteen year old Brian Kinsley that unleashed chaos upon his
neighborhood.

It all started when her red
Audi broke down on the corner right by his house. On his way to
turn in his college course requests for the summer session at the
registrar, he stopped as his eyes trained in on a gorgeous woman
flagging him down. Her face was cut with high cheekbones and a
sharp penetrating eyes accentuated by black mascara. Pure straight
blonde hair extended down to a tight top that clung to her round
breasts and showed the bumps of her nipples. A short mini-skirt
completed the package as her tan thighs were like magnets to the
pale Irish boy’s ogling eyes.

“Can you help me?” she asked. “I think my
battery is dead.”

Brian didn’t know a thing about fixing cars
but was more than capable of jumpstarting a dead battery. She was
twenty four years old and was a head turner for sure. Why nobody
had stopped to help her he couldn’t understand but the eighteen
year old wasn’t about to turn a blind eye to the fortuitous
meeting. As a token of gratitude, the blonde babe he jumped (and
wanted to personally jump) gave him a free pass to the club where
she worked and begged him to come in on Friday night when she was
working. As it turned out, the ‘club’ was an upscale strip joint
and Crystal was a performer there.

Businessmen in their power suits ribbed each
other as they rolled up their sleeves in line. Lap dances at the
Thigh High Club ran $25. Drinks started at $10 and made their way
up. This was a place well out of Brian’s league and he was three
years too young to even walk through the door. But Crystal insisted
he come inside and left a note with the bouncers to allow him in.
The three hundred pound Samoan who glared at Brian’s driver’s
license gave him a small nod and allowed him into the fleshy world
of thumping music and gyrating hips.

Brian didn’t think much
about strippers being terribly smart, but this young woman seemed
to have a lot of things figured out for herself. She had gone to
the local college where he and his sister took classes and told him
how she was very close to getting her degree. As it turned out,
some family issues kept her from completing her needed courses but
what those issues were she wouldn’t elaborate on. She worked
fifteen hours per week and still managed to keep a nice apartment
and a great car. Crystal was the girl who seemed to have
everything, except a boyfriend.

To say the blonde was flirty was an
understatement. Brian’s friends told him that she was just working
him over for his wallet but the whole night she never asked for a
dime. He got a free drink and free lap dances and even got a
double-girl dance from Crystal and ‘Bambi’ in the VIP room that
made him cream in his shorts. And she invited him back.

The teenage redheaded boy
went into the club about twelve times after that first and only
asked for lap dances from her – Crystal’s request. It was an easy
enough commitment even though after the first night she began
charging him. Her smell was intoxicating and her body was just to
die for. He had jokingly said that he wanted to take her out
sometime and was surprised when she agreed to go have breakfast one
morning. It was like a dream! Each week he took the twenty four
year old beauty out to the mall, out to the movies, out to dinner.
The only one to not meet her was Brian’s father but even he was
impressed (and relieved) his son had a girlfriend finally. He did
manage to bring her to meet his sister and his mom at a family
event and everyone shook his hand and punched him in the shoulder
in a male bonding ritual, asking where he got such a girl. He never
said. Crystal didn’t want people knowing she was a stripper – at
least not “Brian’s people”.

“It’s too weird with them knowing. What
would your mom think?” Her puppy dog eyes were enough to convince
him to keep it quiet. Of course, shutting his friends up on the
matter would take some effort but for this girl he did
anything.

For Brian, this was
something that he never expected and felt he never deserved, but
soon he wanted more. Who could blame him? It was love, for sure.
His attempts to bring their physical relationship closer was put
off over and over again, with the only ‘action’ he was getting
being a passionate kiss at surprising times. And then there were
the lap dances… when he paid for them. Still, he had never gotten
to touch her with his hands more than over her clothes. He
eventually started complaining but somehow Crystal always ended up
getting her way and he just let her roll over him. It drove him
nuts that all these other guys got to handle her while she danced
at the club, but she made it abundantly clear that she would stop
seeing the eighteen year old the moment he even hinted at being
jealous.

“I don’t mind you calling me your girlfriend
and showing me off, Brian. But just remember I am still allowed to
see other guys. If you can’t handle that, then keep walking.”

“Call you my girlfriend? I thought you were my girlfriend.”

“Brian, I am free to do what I want and see
who I want. Now I want to see you too but don’t piss me off. Can
you cope with that?” Her stern look told him that Crystal was not
screwing around. Did she want him? Not want him? He couldn’t tell.
And so Brian learned to just deal with his new girlfriend’s
attitude; he was a boy enraptured by her beauty.

“Come on,” she barked, “I need to work late
tonight and I want something special to wear.”







The show before the show






Brian knocked on the
apartment door and waited as the August sun beat down on him. She
had buzzed him in at the gate so he wasn’t sure what was taking her
so long. Impatiently, the eighteen year old knocked again just as
Crystal opened the door wearing nothing but a silk robe that barely
covered her everything. “I said I was coming!” she
snapped.

“Sorry, I didn’t hear you,” he told her
stepping inside and rubbing his hands together. Crystal was wearing
his favorite perfume and he noticed that her skin was glistening
with sweat.

“Oh, that’s okay. Listen, I’ve got some
company over right now so I just want you to wait in the living
room while we finish up, okay?”

He looked at her puzzlingly, “What do you
mean? Is he like a client or something?”

“No!” she stared him down,
“I’m not a prostitute, asshole. He’s somebody I met at the club a
few weeks back and we went out last night and now we’re in the
bedroom. You don’t have a problem with that, do you?
Do you?”

Brian wasn’t sure what to
do with himself or Crystal. Here she was supposedly sleeping with
somebody she met last night and yet he had gotten three months of
dates and nothing to even come close to taking his virginity. “I
uh, just, well, uhmm. No, that’s fine. I’ll just sit I
guess.”

“Good boy,” she smiled and
kissed him on the cheek. “Be right back!” she sang as she skipped
back to the bedroom. Brian looked in the doorway and noticed a
naked black man with the darkest skin he had ever seen standing
there by the bed. He tried not to look but he couldn’t help but
stare at the massive cock that hung between his legs. He had no
idea how the stranger measured up but his dick dangled mid thigh
and looked as thicker than a kielbasa. The guy stuck his thumb in
Brian’s direction and Crystal answered, “Oh, that’s just my
boyfriend. So where were we?” She practically jumped into his arms
and one of them kicked the door shut. It bounced off the door frame
and rebounded back open just a tad.

Brian sat down on the sofa and internally
raged. He couldn’t believe some black fucker was having sex with
his girlfriend while he was forced to wait and do nothing until
they finished. Externally he was as still as a doe, sitting on the
edge of the sofa while the sounds of Crystal’s mouth sucking on a
cock emanated from her room.

“You have a magnificent cock, you know that?
I could suck this all day long.”

“Why don’t you, girl?” the black man
said.

“Because I want it in my pussy more. I love
watching your big black shaft penetrating me. It’s so sexy. I don’t
know how I went two days without fucking you, Maurice.”

Two days? Brian wondered. Two days ago I
bought her a sexy anklet and all she did was let me put it on her
then tell me she had to go out with a friend that night. He
listened as the dark stranger flung his girlfriend on the bed and
the squeaking sounds of bedsprings started up. He turned on her TV
set and flipped through the channels, turning the volume up higher
as the sounds of his girlfriend’s moans increased. There was no
avoiding the groans and screams of pleasure, however, without
blasting the sound out and so the eighteen year old sat there
feeling betrayed. He wasn’t just betrayed by his girlfriend but by
himself; his dick was hard from listening to Crystal’s orgasmic
delights, much to his chagrin.

Looking at his watch, he
began to wonder how long they would be at it. What are they doing in there? You would think they’d be
finished by now. He got up, glanced down
the hallway at the doorway, and noticed it was open by just enough
to peak in. Curiosity got the better of the teenage boy who tiptoed
down the hall and peered through the opening. Crystal was bouncing
up and down on the black guy’s enormous shaft as she faced away
from him in a reverse cowgirl position. Her shaved pussy was pink
and stretched around what was clearly the largest cock Brian had
ever seen. Even in porn movies they were smaller than this guy who
was fucking his girlfriend. Crystal said she needed more than Brian
could give her and now she was certainly getting it. The look on
her face told him everything – she was being satisfied completely.
Her breasts were bouncing up and down and the man’s hands were
gripping her hips to assist the ride she was taking on his black
dong.

“Fuck me, Maurice! FUCK ME! FUCK ME HARDER!
GOD I LOVE BLACK COCK! I LOVE IT!”

In response to her begging her lover pumped
upward into her and rapidly pounded her, his balls slapping up
against her pussy as he did. “Damn you are so fuckin’ tight, girl!
That pussy is so wet. You like fuckin’ me with your boyfriend in
the next room?”

Crystal seemed to glance at the doorway and
smile evilly, “Oh I can’t stop. I can’t! I need you in me, Maurice!
OH! Oh, god I am going to cum! CUMMING! FUCK ME! YESSSSS!”

Brian was rubbing his dick through his pants
at this point, shocked and amazed and offended and turned on by the
display his girlfriend was putting on. It almost seemed like she
knew he was watching; she certainly knew he was in the apartment
and probably invited him over for the sole purpose of showing him
her black lover. He was considering leaving the apartment at that
moment but the temptation of watching her was too great, and so he
remained. The teenager quietly undid his pants and pulled his five
inch white penis out to tug on it. He looked down at it and felt
terribly small and inadequate. I guess size DOES matter, he
thought. The confusing moment resulted in Brian spitting on his
palm and jerking off as Crystal rolled onto her back and took her
lover deep inside again. They were in a missionary position now as
her sexy tan legs wrapped around the man’s dark skin and her arms
gripped him tightly.

“More! More! I want your cock so fucking
bad!” she screamed. The man was biting her earlobes and sucking on
the back of her neck as she turned and faced the doorway. Yes, it
was clear now she knew Brian was there and her smiled broadened at
the knowledge. “Ooh yeah, fuck me with your big BLACK cock!”

The Negro man goaded her,
“You want me or your boyfriend to fuck you?”

“You!” she immediately responded.
“Definitely you! I’ll never fuck a white boy again! Only black men
with big hard black dicks…”

Brian shot his load all
over his hand and some of it dribbled onto the carpet as well. The
semen escaping its bounds made his knees wobble and was a sad
reminder that he was still a virgin. A virgin whose girlfriend just
swore she would never have sex with white guys.

Why did I jack off to
this? What the hell is wrong with me? The
eighteen year old pulled up his pants quickly and grabbed a piece
of toilet paper from the bathroom to clean up his hand. He couldn’t
understand why he let Crystal humiliate him in front of this other
guy. Why did she even want him around?

In anger he walked out the
front door and slammed it behind him. The day was ruined and all he
wanted to do was go home and forget about her. Brian tried not to
cry as he realized that his dream girl had gone out of her way to
betray and insult him.






*******






Back in his own house and
in a new pair of pants, Brian sat staring at the X-Box game. His
girlfriend had just called him and asked him to come over. “Is he
going to be over still?”

“No, he won’t. It will just be you and me. I
have a sexy outfit I want you to see me in.”

“But, what about us? I
mean, this is- you were- he was…”

“Brian, you aren’t getting jealous again are
you?”

“No. Maybe. I don’t know!”

“Well, come over and we’ll
talk about things.”

Brian was frustrated with himself for saying
yes, but was hopeful that Crystal would apologize. Who knew, maybe
there was a chance to save the relationship?







Brian gets a-licking






“Hi, honey!” Crystal greeted him warmly at
the door, taking his jacket from him and kissing him hard on the
mouth. He panicked at the thought of another man’s juices still
clinging to her lips and pushed her away instinctively.

“Don’t push me away, little man.” She
taunted him. “I’m trying to say sorry for surprising you
today.”

“Why don’t you just say sorry then?” he
replied defensively.

“Because,” she stepped
closer, “Some people ‘say’ apologies and some people ‘do’
apologies.” Crystal’s expression went from hardened to pouting to
seductive in just a matter of seconds. She was manipulating him and
he knew it. He knew it and yet did nothing as she drew closer still
and kissed him.

“Don’t you want me
to do something,
boyfriend?” Slowly at first they brushed lips but soon she forced
her open mouth on his and pulled his hair back. Brian pressed back
against her and quickly ran his hands up her shirt and over her
breasts. His girlfriend didn’t stop him this time and instead
rubbed her thigh against his crotch lightly as they made out in the
living room. It was the first time she had ever let him touch her
tits with his hands. Her breasts seem firm and for a second he
wondered if she had gotten a boob job. Her soft thigh rubbing
against him and smooth skin made the teen realize he didn’t care.
Brian was as stiff as a board and couldn’t believe how Crystal had
come around to being with him, but soon had those hopes dashed as
she pushed him away.

“That’s enough!” she scolded her teenage
boyfriend, knocking him back into the door.

“What the hell?” Brian yelled at her.

“I said that’s enough… For now,” she smiled
at him teasingly. “Come into the bedroom and get undressed. Brian
looked at her for a moment, half expecting her to be kidding. When
he realized she was being serious, he practically ran past the sexy
blonde to get to the bedroom and began stripping out of his
clothes. By the time she strolled into her room, Crystal found
Brian naked with the exception of one white tube sock. Looking down
she noticed his ‘little soldier’ out at attention. He started to
move toward her.

“My! Somebody is anxious. No, no! Before you
even try anything with me I want you to lie down on the bed. Go on,
be a good boy. Lie down.”

Brian jumped on the bed and moved to the
side so there was room for Crystal to lie next to him. His
girlfriend sat on the edge of the bed and opened up her drawer of
sex toys, pulling out a pair of handcuffs. She had some music
playing from her computer and soon the teenage boy found his
girlfriend doing a sexy dance over him with her tight pants and
button down sweater. She knelt and straddled his body and rubbed
her crotch against his bare penis – the fabric was rough but Brian
couldn’t care in the least. Crystal ran her soft fingers
seductively along his freckled arms and gently pulled his hands up
to cuff them to the bed. With delicate touches she ran her fingers
over his chest and then began unbuttoning her sweater.

He tried to speak but she simply put her
finger out and shushed him, “Don’t speak unless spoken to,
boyfriend. Today is a test to see if you have any redeeming value
at all. This-” she said, reaching back and slapping his stiff
member, “-doesn’t cut it. So we’ll see what else you can
contribute.

“I’ve got an outfit I only wear for special
occasions but I thought I’d break it out for you since you were
such a good boy today. You know, most men would have never come
back, but you did, didn’t you?”

“Yeah, I guess-”

She reached down and pulled his hair, “That
was a rhetorical fucking question, asshole! Now shut the fuck up!”
Crystal put her smile back on as quickly as it left and finished
unbuttoning her sweater. As she pulled it off Brian looked up at
her sexy tits stretching against a white tank top that had a big
pair of red lipstick marks and the words I LOVE BIG BLACK COCK
scrawled across it. She then stood up and pulled her pants down
over her shapely hips to expose a white thong that read in bold
letters BLACK COCK ONLY.

Settling down and sitting on his hips,
Crystal ground her mound against Brian’s abdomen. He could feel the
tip of his dick just barely touching her ass cheeks as she did. “I
got these online awhile ago, right around when we started dating. I
normally wear them for my black lovers but I thought I’d show them
to you. Do you think I look sexy in them? It’s okay, you can answer
now.”

“You bought those while we were dating?”
Brian asked, his throat dry and scratchy.

Crystal slipped her fingers into her thong
and started rubbing her clit. The words BLACK COCK ONLY expanded as
her knuckles stretched against the fabric. “Oh, definitely. Of
course I had been with black men well before you. You see, there is
a quality about a black man that just does something to a white
woman that you can never appreciate, or duplicate for that matter.
So do I look sexy to you, Brian? Answer yes or no.”

“Y-y-yeah.”

“Thank you, my darling boyfriend. Now, I
thought about today and how that might have been a lot for you to
take in all at once. So I decided to do something special for you.”
Crystal leaned forward and reached into her open toy drawer. As she
did, one of her tits slid across Brian’s face and he snaked his
tongue out to lick it. She giggled at his tongue’s touch and then
disappointingly sat back up again, this time holding a large black
dildo and a bottle of lubricant.

“You’re not going to touch me with that are
you?” Brian stared at her, suddenly nervous.

“No, of course not.”

Brian’s eyes fearfully
trained on the rubber toy and the blonde grew exasperated quickly.
“Look at you, you fucking homophobe! Watch out, I’m going to rub it
on you…” Crystal sang out, taunting him by lightly slapping it
against his chest and his cheeks and Brian struggled against the
handcuffs and tried to turn his face away.

“Stop it! Stop!”

“HAHAHAHA!” Crystal laughed
out loud. “Don’t worry, loser. I wouldn’t ruin one of my favorite
toys by using it on you.” Despite being stung by the ‘loser’
comment, Brian calmed somewhat knowing the black dildo was not
meant for him.

She poured the lube over the dildo’s head
and jacked it off, slicking it up along its length. Sliding her
panties to the side she pushed the dildo head into her pussy and
took a deep breath. Then she pushed it slowly into her until the
entire length was buried in her bald pussy. “Oh, that always feels
soooo good.”

Brian watched as his girlfriend fucked the
toy right over his chest, a mere foot away from his face. His dick
was aching from being hard, his balls were starting to hurt from
not cumming. He strained his hips to try to rub himself against her
ass cheeks but to no avail. She slid herself backwards though so
her soft ass cheeks were resting on his dick and she began to slide
her weight against him as she continued to hammer the dildo in and
out of her sopping hole.

“Are you trying to touch me with your little
boy cock? You know it could never please me, right? I need a big
fat black cock to make my little white cunt happy. A fat black cock
like this one. Oooooh, fuck yeah! Watch it, you dirty little boy. I
want you to think about this tonight too when you are in bed,
wishing you were fucking me, wishing you were man enough to have my
sweet bald pussy. Look at it stretching around this thick dick… OH
FUCK! GOING TO CUM! Watch me, Brian! Watch me!”

Brian was certainly watching; watching and
getting off at the same time. When Crystal started running her ass
cheeks on his cock it was too much stimulation for him for him to
say no to anything she was doing or saying. His balls felt like
they would burst if he didn’t cum soon and the sight of his
girlfriend orgasming was just incredible. Her whole body was alight
with passion – dirty, filthy, misdirected fantasies but passion
nonetheless. Just as he was about to cum she sat up and scooted
higher on his chest. A little bit of cum dribbled out of the tip of
his penis head but his own orgasm was denied.

“Wait, just a little more, Crystal!” he
begged.

“No way, bitch boy. It’s time for you to
work that mouth of yours.”

“But I need to cum-”

“You’ll cum when I let you. Now…” the blonde
stripper pulled the black dildo from her pussy and it made a
sucking sound as it finally escaped. Her wet mound had been
perfectly sealed tight by the gigantic sex toy. She brought her
pussy so close to his mouth that he could see every droplet of
juice from her cunt, every bead of sweat, every last remnant of
lubricant clinging to her pink mound. “…now lick me. Do it.”

“But you just-” he began to protest.

“Brian, you have a choice: put your mouth on
my pussy or I’m going to fuck your face with this big dildo. Now
stick out your tongue and lick me!” Without even waiting for Brian
to agree she pulled his hair and drove her slick peach onto his
open mouth, and she was just as juicy as a piece of summer fruit.
Her wetness coated his tongue and dripped down his chin and coated
his nostrils as she humped his face. He could barely breathe; when
he managed a breath it was the sweet smell of her femininity
suffocating him. His eyes focused on the panties that were
stretched to the side and he could read the words BLACK COCK ON-;
the LY were folded underneath. Looking up he stared at the tight
outline of Crystal’s tits as they stretched out the words BLACK
COCK ONLY across her t-shirt clad chest. How many black men had she
been with? How many had she fucked since she and Brian started
dating? And where did she get these from? How many women were there
in the world that were so infatuated with black men that clothes
would be designed with these messages?

“Ooh, that’s it, Brian. Keep licking me!
Lick me you little dicked fucker! Lick me and maybe I’ll touch your
pathetic tiny cock!”

The hope of relief spurred him to run his
tongue rapidly along her clit like he had seen in so many lesbian
movies, and Crystal’s moans told him that his first time eating
pussy was a success. He was finally having sexual contact with a
woman that didn’t involve being rejected, being pushed away, or
being laughed at. Or was he? His girlfriend certainly had done all
of those things to him and worse. So why was he allowing this to
continue? Was he so desperate for a girl’s touch that he would
humiliate himself?

“Ohhhh,” Crystal moaned.
“Sooo clooose! Oh right there… Right there! RIGHT THERE! Lick it!
Lick my pussy! Cumming! OOOOOOH!” Crystal tugged his hair hard and
shook above him. Her whole crotch was completely covering Brian’s
nose and mouth and for a few seconds he struggled for air. When she
was fully satisfied she got up off his face and began to un-cuff
him.

“Hey, what about me?” he asked, rubbing his
sore wrists where the cuffs left their imprints.

“What about you?” she retorted while putting
her pants back on.

“You said you were going to touch me!”

“I said I
might. But I never said
it was going to be today.”

“Oh, come on Crystal. I am ready to explode
here. You have to help me out!”

She smiled deviously, “You have two hands
still; go ahead and do it yourself. Here, use these when you are
done.” She tossed him a tissue box, turned around, and walked out
of the room and into the kitchen where Brian heard her making some
coffee.

Brian did exactly what she told him to and
jacked himself off, the taste of Crystal’s pussy still clinging to
his lips.


Out of the frying pan and into the
fire






It was easy to string the teenage boy along.
When he arrived at the apartment Crystal greeted him warmly with a
French kiss and rubbing her hand along his crotch. It didn’t take
much to work him up into a frenzy that had him pulling off her
tight clinging red sweatshirt to reveal her t-shirt underneath.
This one had a solid black male symbol with an extra long arrow
piercing a white female symbol. Off to the side was a white male
symbol with a ‘limp’ arrow. It didn’t take much effort to figure
out what it meant.

“How many of those shirts do you have?” he
asked, frustrated. His hard-on was already waning at the sight of
it.

“A few,” she smiled innocently. “I like how
they fit. Now pull down your pants and jack off for me.”

“Crystal, can we do something else? I don’t
know if you care or not but I feel like shit every time you pull
something like this.”

“Well, I was going to surprise you with a
gift, but if you are going to be difficult-”

“No! Wait! I- uh, I’ll be good. Here…” He
pulled his pants down and his underwear in one tug and began to
masturbate in her living room.

She smiled and stripped out of her jeans to
reveal a matching pair of panties with the interlocking black
male-white female symbols. Once she was just in her undies, Crystal
seductively walked around her boyfriend, running her fingers
teasingly along his skin, just barely missing his cock as she
tickled him along his balls. Brian had seen her act this way at the
strip club and it was obvious she was well practiced in stringing
men along. “Aww, look how cute it is,” she said patronizingly.
“It’s like a bite size candy!”

Her laugh was distracting and he felt
himself getting limp. “You know size doesn’t matter,” he stated
boldly, although when he would look back on the day he would
realize how silly he sounded jacking off with his pants around his
ankles.

“Yeah, right! Who told you that? Oh, you
mean another girl who wouldn’t be bothered touching that sorry
excuse for a penis? Hurry up, Brian! You better not be getting limp
dick on me.”

“I’m trying. I guess I’m just
distracted.”

“By what?”

“Well, I dunno. I guess with you and all
this black guy stuff and sleeping with all these other guys but you
don’t seem to want to sleep with me.”

“You’re not getting jealous again, are you,
Brian? Because you know I don’t like it when you are jealous.”

“No! Not at all! I am just, you know…”

She stared at him icily, “What? You are just
what, Brian?”

“Okay, like, how would you feel if I was
sleeping with somebody else?”

Crystal laughed. It wasn’t just a chuckle
but a belly laugh, “HAHAHA! With that thing?!” she managed to
cackle as she pointed at his crotch. “Okay, I’ll tell you what. Go
find a girl who will actually sleep with a guy who has a five inch
dick and I’ll have sex with you. How’s that?”

“You mean you won’t be upset?”

Crystal rocked back on her cushy sofa and
grabbed the phone from the table behind her. “No, not at all. In
fact I want to talk to the girl if you can find her. If she agrees
then you can have both of us. At the same time even! Is that good
enough for you?”

Brian nodded but inside he was worried. What
if he couldn’t find a girl? What if he did and she said no? What if
Crystal was right?

Weeks went by with Brian doing his best to
find another girl who would take an interest in him, but nothing
seemed to work. In fact the only time another girl would give him
the time of day was when Crystal was with him. Then the women
looked at him. There was one particular summer day when Brian was
with Crystal at the mall picking out a new Coach purse. The blonde
sales associate kept staring at him, a small but noticeable smile
adorned her face.

“You think she’s pretty?” Crystal asked him,
catching him as he admired the second blonde.

“Uhm, no, I mean she’s all right,” he
pitifully covered himself.

“Bullshit, Brian. You’d fuck her in a
second. Tell the truth.”

“Well, she isn’t as pretty as you,” he
tried.

Crystal cocked her head,
“True, but she is pretty hot. Do you want her? You can have her.
That is, you can have her if
you can have her.”

“No way, serious?”

“Go for it, boyfriend. Oh, and buy this
purse for me while you are at it.”

Brian nervously approached the counter with
the handbag and placed it on the counter. The girl –Penny her name
tag read- smiled at him as she pulled the security clamp from the
inside.

“So, is this for your girlfriend over
there?” she asked.

“Yeah. I mean, she’s my girlfriend, but we
date other people. I mean, she’s cool with me going out with
whoever I want.”

“Well… That’s nice, I guess.” Penny sensed
his awkwardness and the smile went forced.

Brian knew he was blowing his opportunity
and his face turned red. Still he couldn’t shut himself up, “Yeah…
So, Penny do you have a boyfriend?”

“Oh! Thanks, but I don’t know if you’re
really my type. That’ll be $294.16 total.”

She couldn’t even bother
to lie? he thought. Brian felt like running
from the store but Crystal snuck up from behind and grabbed his
arm, planting him firmly in place. “Thanks, honey! You are such a
good boyfriend.” She looked up at Penny, “Don’t you
think?”

The girl responded from the counter as she
handed the bag to him, “Well it certainly is a nice gift. Thanks
for coming in!”

Brian whispered he wanted to leave and the
couple stepped out back into the mall traffic. “Well, that was
embarrassing,” he sighed.

“Aww, sweetie. It’s okay. You really tried
hard. Too bad, I was looking forward to seeing you pull it
off.”

“Yeah, right.” Brian rolled
his eyes and sat on the wall edge of one of the planters that
decorated the center of the walkway. The sound of the nearby water
fountain clamored away and mixed with the voices and old school
Madonna music in the background.

“I’m serious,” she reaffirmed.

“Don’t bother. I know this was just your way
of showing how another woman doesn’t want me.”

“Brian, I’ll be right back. Stay here.”
Crystal walked back into the store and up to purse-selling Penny.
He watched as they chatted and smiled, gesturing in his direction
occasionally. About three minutes into the conversation, he watched
Penny right something on a piece of paper and slip it to his
girlfriend. She walked out with a big grin on her face waving the
slip.

“What’s that?” he asked curiously.

“Penny’s phone number. She said she’d be
willing to join us for the weekend.”

“No shit?”

“No shit.”






*******






That Friday night was excruciating. Brian
was cuffed to Crystal’s bed again with his pants clinging inside
out to his right leg and his shoes still on. The tie that secured
the ball gag was digging into the sides of his mouth and his lips
were dry.

Penny had indeed come over
to Crystal’s place as promised. After the drinks started flowing
the clothes started coming off and the two blondes playfully kissed
in front of him. His girlfriend kept whispering things in her ear
and the two of them would burst into laughter. Occasionally she
would direct some attention his way as well, kissing him deeply and
rubbing his crotch through his pants. Penny kept her
distance.

Soon after he was on the
bed watching the two women embrace and lick and fondle each other.
He tried to get in on the action but Crystal swatted his hands away
each time. “Get the fuck off her, Brian!” she snapped at him. “In
fact, give me your hands.” She ordered him.

Nervously he complied and once again the
handcuffs had locked him helplessly to the head board. She grabbed
the ball gag out of the drawer as Penny stared wide eyed at the two
of them.

“What? I thought you said-”

She interrupted him, “I
said you could have Penny if you
could convince her to sleep with you. You didn’t –
I did.” Crystal shoved the rubber ball in between his teeth and
tied it forcefully around his head. “I asked her out so I think I
should get to fuck her. Don’t you think that’s fair?” she
questioned, turning to Penny.

The second blonde, having more than enough
alcohol in her, ran her hands along Crystals hips, “It only seems
fair to me.”

And things degenerated quickly from there.
Brian managed to get a couple hand jobs from his girlfriend through
the night as he watched the lesbian sex unfold before him. At the
culmination of perversity, Crystal had Penny on her hands and knees
as she penetrated her with a large pink vibrating strap-on from her
drawer of many toys. His so-called girlfriend made a point of
comparing it to Brian’s manhood and made Penny choose between
fucking him or the strap-on. There she was, looking back and forth
from the rubber phallus in Crystal’s hand to Brian’s rigid dick
standing straight at attention.

“Sorry, Brian, but I think I’m going to take
this,” Penny whispered teasingly, pointing at the toy.

He watched helplessly as Penny straddled
across his body, her tits brushing against the tip of his cock as
Crystal pushed the toy in and out of her and slapped her ass.
“Yeah, take it, Penny. Look at my boyfriend’s pathetic little boy
cock. Tell me, would you ever want to have that in you?”

“NO!” she panted. “NO! I only want you. Fuck
me! Fuck me! GAWD I’M GONNA CUM!!” Brian watched as the blonde from
the mall came once again. With each orgasm the women enjoyed with
each other, Brian felt smaller and smaller and smaller. Little did
he know that his girlfriend wasn’t nearly done with him. Not by a
long shot.






*******






“Thanks for a wild evening,” Penny smirked
as she gave Crystal one last peck on the lips.

“You’re welcome. Thanks for going along with
things,” Crystal whispered.

“It was different, that’s
for sure.” Penny looked back at the closed bedroom door, “Your poor
boyfriend probably doesn’t know what to think right now. Are you
sure that was his fantasy?”

“Oh, definitely,” the stripper reassured
her. “He likes kinky stuff like that.”

“So, when are you going to
tell him I’m really a lesbian and that I was really checking
you out at the
store?”

Crystal leaned over and spoke softly in the
girl’s ear, “Never.”


Brian’s training continues






The teenager sat in his car watching the
leaves of Autumn fall chaotically across the hood. His cell phone
was pressed up against his ear and he was listening to Crystal’s
voice compete with the music from his stereo.

“I’ve got class tonight,” he excused
himself.

“Yeah, in three hours. Don’t forget I know
your class schedule.”

Brian said nothing.

“Are you still upset about
me sleeping with Maurice?”

“It was our anniversary night!” he blurted
out.

“Brian, just get your ass over here. I
promise Maurice will not be over here. Besides, I’ve got you a
present to make you feel better.” Crystal seemed almost apologetic
– certainly less bossy than she had been in the past. Of course
that was how she did things: suck him in and then spit him out. And
of course Brian fell for it each time.

“Really?”

“Really. I made it myself.”

Was it a trap? Did it matter? He wasn’t sure
but the thought of seeing his girlfriend naked again was certainly
a motivator. He tried not to think about the humiliation he would
probably suffer at her hands. “Uh… Okay, I’ll come over in a little
bit.”

“Come over now.” Her words were terse.

On the drive he thought about the last
several months. Despite the crazy sexual escapades he had witnessed
his status as a virgin still remained. According to his friends,
Brian was the biggest stud to walk amongst them, but he personally
knew otherwise. Out in public the couple would go to the movies,
eat at nice restaurants, shop together, and Crystal made sure to
hang off Brian’s arm at every moment. But when it was time to go
back to her apartment, however, all semblance of normalcy
vanished.

‘Normal’ meant being cuffed to the blonde
stripper’s bed for an hour while his girlfriend teased him
mercilessly. Crystal would masturbate in front of him with black
dildos, watch interracial movies, or occasionally have sex with her
black lover Maurice. And it wasn’t just about his girlfriend
sleeping with other men. No, she had to insult him over and over
again while she did him. Nicknames like “finger dick”, “worthless
white boy”, and “jerk off” were commonly spouting from their mouths
between their orgasmic shouts. His own sexual contact was relegated
to hand jobs and –if he was a good boy- an occasional licking of
her shaved mound. Maybe he just wasn’t going to have a normal sex
life? The thought depressed him and made the ride over to Crystal’s
place that much longer.

When he arrived there was a note on the
front door: BRIAN COME IN. He walked in to see his girlfriend’s
blonde hair swaying as she bobbed on a long black cock. The cock
was of course attached to a black stranger (a new one) that was
naked from head to toe. His dread locks hung wildly from his head
and his skin was like dark chocolate, encapsulating a sexy muscular
frame that put Brian’s pasty teenage body to shame.

Crystal looked over and smiled, “Hi honey!
Come in! This is Francis. Francis, meet my boyfriend Brian.”

“Hey man, how’s it goin’?” Francis nodded at
him with a smirk on his face.

“Hey,” Brian nodded back, trying not to look
him in the eyes. The whole thing felt incredibly awkward- far worse
than the last time.

“See? I told you he’d be okay with you being
over here,” Crystal smiled up at her Nubian lover, her white hands
still sliding along his shaft slowly and methodically. His dick
glistened with her saliva, highlighting every ridge on his
impressive member.

“So…” Brian started uncomfortably, “Did you
want me to stay or go or what?”

“What do you want to do, my sweet,
understanding boyfriend?” she asked him back. Her eyes were fixed
on Brian’s as he stood there in a state of confusion. Her tongue
snaked along Francis’ chocolate pole while she waited for his
response.

“I… don’t… know,” he murmured under his
breath.

“Why don’t you go home and think about it
then, sweetie. I’m sure Francis and I will be done by tomorrow.
Maybe,” she giggled as she went back to sucking his monstrous cock
into her mouth. Her fingers were shoved into a pair of her white
panties that read BLACK COCK SLUT as she masturbated on her
knees.

Brian turned slowly to go when Crystal
called out to him, “Oh honey, you forgot your gift! It is over on
the table. I’d give you a kiss goodbye but I am a little busy right
now.” The teenager looked over and saw a pink gift bag with a
little ribbon sticking out of it. There was a card in a pink
envelope that he opened up quickly. The front of the card had a
well built black man’s torso with a white woman’s hands reaching
from behind. It read CAN YOU FIND YOUR GIRLFRIEND IN THIS
PICTURE?

Opening the glossy card he found a
handwritten note, “HAPPY SIX MONTH ANNIVERSARY, BRIAN! THIS IS FOR
YOU. I WANT YOU TO WATCH IT OVER AND OVER AND JACK OFF. TOP OFF
THIS BAG WITH YOUR CUM FILLED TISSUES AND RETURN IT TO ME. AND I’LL
GIVE YOU A MERCY FUCK WHEN YOU ARE DONE. LOVE, CRYSTAL”

Looking in the bag he found several CD jewel
cases with hearts drawn on them. After hesitating for a moment he
grabbed the bag and quickly walked out to the slobbering sounds of
a blow job and Francis laughing.

His car was still warm –
Brian hadn’t been in her apartment very long. He just sat there
staring at the dashboard as the wipers pushed off the mist of fall
rain that had started to accumulate on the window. He drove home
slowly as traffic backed up along the local route and he found
himself glancing over at the gift bag frequently.






******






Brian sat on the edge of the bed while
Crystal rode Francis’ dark coffee rod. On her nightstand sat the
gift bag, filled with soiled tissue papers and weeks worth of his
ejaculate. When asked he told her honestly that there wasn’t a day
that went by that he wasn’t thinking about black men fucking white
women. His reward? Well, that hadn’t been presented to him yet. But
Crystal was nice enough to let him watch up close while Francis
fucked her and even allowed him to beat off while he observed.

The young man watched his girlfriend howling
in sexual delight again and was so turned on knowing how hard she
was getting it. It wasn’t that long ago he had hoped his own male
member would be inside his girlfriend’s wetness but it was slowly
dawning on Brian that he would be a virgin forever. Part of him was
saddened by that possibility while the other part, the growing
part, was happy that he realized his full sexual potential and that
he had a woman who was willing to share all this with him. He
really did love her. Forfeiting his girlfriend’s pussy to a
superior black man was the right thing to do, and he was sure that
Crystal would reward him. Somehow.









Part VII
- Crystal’s Coaxing







Part of the Family






Crystal had completely wrapped Brian around
her little finger. She chose the classes he took, the college he
attended, the clothes he wore, the friends he hung out with. And
the sex… For almost eight months Brian pathetically followed every
one of her instructions. Brian had told her that he desperately
wanted to lose his virginity before he turned nineteen and she was
bound and determined to keep it from happening; perhaps
indefinitely.

As for her ‘boyfriend’s’
family, she had successfully managed to avoid seeing his father.
But her concerns over seeing his mom and sister were quelled when
Crystal realized they had no idea who she was or what she did for a
living. That first meeting at the family picnic really defined the
broken family and solidified what the twenty-four year old was
going to be able to get away with.

Brian’s father, Jonathan
Kinsley, was absent from that event and from most of his family’s
lives. After the divorce, his dad moved into the city and managed
to see his son and daughter once a week for lunch and mostly on the
weekends. Once Crystal came on the scene, however, she made sure to
cut into as much of that father-son time as much as
possible.

Alice Kinsley was a
moderately attractive but lonely woman who liked to gossip. She
certainly didn’t have Crystal’s body but few women really did. They
spoke during the picnic for a good half hour and the stripper found
Alice opening up to her the more drinks she got in her. Three
glasses of wine and Crystal discovered that the woman hadn’t had a
date (or even sex) in well over a year.

“Please don’t tell anyone I told you that!”
she whispered.

Crystal patted her on the shoulder, “I
won’t, I promise.”

She was virtually ignored by her teenage
kids who would rather spend their time out with friends than with
her. It made her feel unappreciated on top of being bored. This was
a woman whose whole life revolved around her family and now found
herself in solitude. Crystal almost felt sorry for her and the
things she was planning on doing.

As much as Alice liked to
talk about the neighborhood dirt, her daughter Sarah liked to dig
for it. She was a snoop and Crystal was very careful with the lies
she told to Brian’s family. Careful enough it seemed that Sarah was
less suspicious and actually warmed up to her by their next
meeting.

“So you don’t mind me dating your brother?”
Crystal asked her.

“Mind?” Sarah answered, “No. Surprised? Yes.
Hell, our dad is freaking relieved that his son isn’t gay!”

“Why would he worry about that?”

“Oh, he isn’t really
worried about Brian being gay. I was just exaggerating. But he is
really big on carrying on the Kinsley name and he was getting
worried that the girls found his son unattractive. He didn’t have a
girlfriend in High School at all. Hell, my dad even told me I
couldn’t change my last name when I got married. Apparently I’m his
back-up in case Brian couldn’t find a girlfriend. And then you came
along…” Sarah let her voice trail off as if begging an
explanation.

“Well, we just met. I’m not committing to
bearing your brother’s children.” The two laughed together and the
conversation was dropped. Sarah may be a snoop but there was only
so much she wanted to know about her brother’s love life.

The nineteen-year old
certainly would have been surprised at what Crystal had been doing
to her little brother indeed. She had slowly chipped away at what
little confidence Brian had and replaced it with a world that
centered on his girlfriend’s pleasure only. The eighteen year old
man-boy with the thick wallet had become a sexual puppet;
submissive, self-deprecating, and easily manipulated. After months
of playing him, Brian would crawl on the floor like a dog if she
asked him to just as long as there was the possibility of a hand
job at the end of it all. Crystal could certainly do that to keep
her cuckold ‘tool’ at her beck and call.

Now it was time to move
things to the next level. While it was fun destroying Brian’s
self-esteem, she needed to stay focused on her goal, on why she had
begun this dangerous game in the first place.

It was November and Crystal
checked herself in the mirror. Without even making eye contact she
asked again, “Are you sure I look okay for dinner tonight? I don’t
want your family thinking I’m a slut or anything.”

Brian answered from her
bed, “I told you that you look great. The dress is sexy but goes
below your knees. Isn’t that the rule or something? If it goes
below your knees it’s okay?”

“Something like that,” she
muttered under her breath, picking up the hair spray and doing one
last run to lock down a loose hair.

“Hey, uhm, can you let me up now? I need to
get my clothes back on.” Brian banged the hand cuffs against the
head board as if to remind Crystal they were there. She hadn’t
forgotten though.

“Not quite yet. You know what you need to
do.”

“But I already did it before you got ready,”
he whined.

“Do it again, limp dick! You know the rules
– you do what I say.”

“Aren’t you going to help me?”

“No, I just got ready. I’m
not going to have your dirty little cum wad get on my new dress.
I’ll put in a movie for you though.” Crystal turned on her computer
screen and found an interracial cuckold scene that Brian could beat
off to. When she clicked ‘play’ the movie started up and began
setting the scene with a white boy in the corner of a room watching
his girlfriend sucking on two black dicks. He wore a bizarre mask
to hide his identity from the camera, but whoever was sleeping with
him would easily identify him from his pathetic little penis.
Crystal then un-cuffed Brian’s right hand and re-locked the
mechanism so that his left hand was still secured over his
head.

“Now hurry up and jack off,
bad boy. Say your mantra nice and loud so I can hear it in the next
room.” Leaning over, Crystal brought her mouth dangerously close to
the redheaded teen’s flaccid penis. She then spat on it, sat up and
walked out of the room. When she was convinced Brian wasn’t
watching the door, she peeked inside and saw him tugging at his
dick, jacking off to the porn movie she had put on for
him.

“I’m a worthless little white boy.

“I have a tiny penis.

“My girlfriend needs black cock.”

“I’m a worthless little white boy…”

Satisfied that her cuckold was performing
his required ritual, the young blonde woman walked into the kitchen
and wrapped the case of wine she had purchased for Brian’s mother,
Alice.






******






The happy couple arrived for Thanksgiving
dinner around 4pm and Crystal was re-introduced to Brian’s cousins
and nephews and aunt and uncle who lived two hours away. The house
was lively and she did her very best to be the girlfriend everyone
expected her to be.

“So where is all of your family?” Melinda,
Brian’s cousin asked innocently. “Are you going to be able to see
them for Thanksgiving?”

Crystal cringed internally,
“No. My sister passed away a year and a half ago and the rest of my
family is on the other side of the country.”

“Oh, I’m sorry… I didn’t know.” Melinda
extended her hand out and patted Crystal on the knee. “How did she
die?”

“Would you excuse me for a moment?” the
blonde girl asked, not really caring if she got a response or not.
She made it to the bathroom without crying and then calmed herself
before going back out into the living room. The memory was a
crushing one but it strengthened her resolve to complete her
plan.






*******






“Thanks for helping clean up, Crystal,”
Alice told her.

The blonde girl set the plates on the
counter and went back for the glasses. “Not a problem, Alice. I
hope you like the wine too.”

Picking up the glass next to the kitchen
sink, Mrs. Kinsley took another gulp. “Oh, definitely. Thanks for
that too. Why are you the only one helping after I did all the
cooking?”

“Maybe I just like to hang out with
you.”

“Aww, aren’t you such a sweetheart. I’m so
glad you are my son’s girlfriend. He is lucky to have you.”

You have no idea how
lucky, she felt like saying, but kept it
internalized. Instead she changed the subject, “So, speaking of
boyfriends, when are you going to go on a date?”

“Me? Oh, I don’t know. I’m not sure I could
even be in a relationship right now.” Alice grabbed the wine glass
and took another drink.

“Who said anything about a relationship?”
Crystal dropped the hint. “Maybe it would be nice for you to have
some company?” Looking out the corner of her eye, she could see the
middle aged redhead sigh and stare out the window.

“I don’t know. That just isn’t my thing. You
know, meeting and dating and things.”

“Oh, come on,
Mrs. Kinsley. You are
very pretty and there are a lot of men who would just fall down in
front of you if you gave them the chance.”

“You think?”

“Oh definitely. I bet you would have guys
dropping their phone numbers left and right. In fact, I think we
should have a girl’s night out.”

“No…”

“Seriously, Alice. Let me take you out to a
nice bar and see if we can get the men to flirt with you. It’s not
like you have to take them home. Sometimes its just nice to be
looked at and complimented, don’t you think?”

Brian’s mother said nothing but Crystal
could tell she was considering it. She pressed the suggestion
further, “Okay, I’m making a decision. You and I are going out this
Wednesday. There is an upscale bar and grill and we’re going to go
flirt with the men.”

“Hey, I thought you were dating my son?”

“Oh, you’ll be there to
keep me honest,” she replied immediately. And I’ll be there to make sure you have lots of
fun.







Ladies Night Out






Picking a night that she
knew Brian had the most classes, Crystal picked up Alice Kinsley at
their home and lavished her with attention. They had their hair and
nails down together. They went shopping for new dresses and shoes.
When the mother of two suggested that they drop off the new
purchases at home, Crystal pressured her to spend the whole day out
and to wear the new clothes instead.

Alice called from behind the changing room
door, “I don’t know if I can wear this, Crystal. It seems kind of
open in the back.”

“Let me see,” she
responded, opening the door and surprising the half dressed woman.
She wore a black nude Sherry Hill cocktail dress that opened in the
back and exposed the redhead’s freckled skin. It hugged her
midsection nicely and showed off her round ass; it would certainly
attract the type of man she needed. “Oh, you definitely are wearing
this out tonight. Wear some sexy stockings with that and you will
be one hot mama.”

It didn’t take much more
prodding to make sure that Mrs. Kinsley was dressed to kill that
night. Crystal drove her boyfriend’s mother downtown and they ended
up at the Durrant Grill, an excellent restaurant bar that was
across the street from one of her favorite clubs. Alice looked
around nervously and commented how she had never been “this far
downtown”, but her female escort soothed her worries and explained
that they were safe as could be. Of course there were a lot of
black men in this area and that was why she picked this spot in the
first place.

Dinner allowed them to polish off a bottle
of wine, most of it drank by Alice. Once the alcohol was in her
system, the conversation steered to men and sex. Shocking Alice was
an easy thing to do as she described one of her best lovers Crystal
had ever had she met in the very restaurant where they were eating.
It wasn’t true, of course, but she spun the tale anyway, describing
every detail of their first night, the sculpture of his body, the
size of his manhood. The older woman was captivated; it was like
watching a car accident and she couldn’t turn away.

Crystal went in for the kill, picking out a
handsome black man from the crowd and she pointed subtly in his
direction. “In fact he looked a lot like that guy right over
there.”

Alice looked over her shoulder, “You mean
behind the black guy in the blue tie?”

“No, I mean he looked like the black guy
with the blue tie. But darker skin-”

The redhead leaned forward with a wide-eyed
look on her face, “You slept with a black man?” she whispered.

“Mmm-hmmm. The best sex
you’ll ever have,
Alice.”

Mrs. Kinsley took a big swig of her wine,
polishing off the glass and the last of the alcohol at the table.
“Well, there is something I never expected to hear. Don’t tell my
son that.”

“Oh, I won’t,” she lied, “It is our little
secret. But now that you know, I can tell you another secret: you
know all the rumors they say about black men? You know, how they
are longer, thicker, have better stamina…”

Alice stared at Crystal, her mouth open.

The blonde leaned forward and spoke softly
and slowly, “They are all true.”

“I had no idea you were so, uhm, attracted
to black men.”

“You didn’t have any clue?” Crystal smiled
while she sipped her straw.

Alice was bright red now, “Well, I did find
a DVD of yours that accidentally made it into a different case. But
I didn’t want to cause problems between you and Brian. I mean, what
you watch is your own business, right?”

“Did you watch it?” the younger woman
pressed the older.

“I, uh…”

The waitress broke in at
that moment and brought a tray over, placing a Mai Tai on the table
in front of the mother of two. “Here you go ma’am.”

“Oh, I didn’t order any more drinks,” she
answered in confusion.

“Yes, I know. It is from that gentleman at
the bar.” The waitress pointed at a black man with very short hair
and a dark purple shirt at the bar. He smiled broadly and his white
teeth contrasted against his plump dark lips.

“Oh my…” Alice commented.
Her face was flushed redder than before and Crystal could tell the
woman was both embarrassed and flattered. She looked back at the
bar and took note of the man who had ordered the drink, then turned
back to her companion.

“Oh, he’s very attractive. I told you that
the men were going to fall all over you.”

“But… But… He’s so young! He’s your
age.”

“So?”

“But he’s –you know- black!”

“So?”

“I can’t do anything with a man like
that.”

“Who said you have to do anything?” Crystal
coaxed, “Just go talk to him. Have him dote over you while I sober
up enough to drive you home and have fun.”

Alice put the straw from her drink in her
mouth and took a sip, her tongue unintentionally swirling around
the end. She made eye contact with her admirer and smiled. “I love
Mai Tai’s. What are the odds he would know that?” she asked.

Crystal watched Brian’s mom sucking the
drink down, “I have no idea. That’s pretty amazing he would pick up
on that about you. Maybe it’s fate?”

“Listen, I’ve got to go to
the powder room. Do you need to go?” she asked Crystal, standing up
and smoothing her dress out.

“No, that’s okay. I’ll meet you over at the
bar when you come back.”

She watched Alice disappear around the
corner and then moved toward the bar and the man who sent the
drink. “Hi Maurice.”

“Hey baby. How did that go? She seemed to
like the drink.”

“Oh, she’s smitten with you. Don’t let her
tell you otherwise. What do you think of her?”

Maurice smiled, “Oh, she’s got an ass on her
for sure. You weren’t kidding. Nice body. Nice face. Older than I
expected but that’s all right.”

“You’ll enjoy yourself, trust me.”

“You sure you want me to take this all the
way?”

Crystal squeezed his hand warmly, “Oh, baby,
I want you to take this one as far as it will go. And I’ll make it
worth your while if you do.” She moved down the bar away from
Maurice and ordered a beer, just far enough away that when Alice
came back she would be right next to Crystal’s friend and lover.
The set up was just about perfect.






*******






“How did it go?” the
twenty-four year old asked, holding the cell phone against her
ear.

“Just fine. She’s sleeping right now,” the
voice answered.

“You fucked her unconscious?” Crystal
joked.

“Well, she didn’t start off that way but she
certainly ended up like that.”

“Are you still at the hotel?”

“Yeah. You were right; the drinks really
loosened her up. Listen, what do you want me to do with her
now?”

“Make sure you buy
breakfast in bed with champagne. I gave you enough to cover the
bill. Whatever you do don’t tell her we know each other. Not at
all.”

“I know, I know.”

“Listen, Maurice, I need you to do this
right. I need you to do Alice right. And do her over and over
again. Make sure she gives you her number.”

“I got you covered, girl. Don’t worry.”

“Thanks, Maurice.” Crystal hung up and
rolled over in bed, smiling as she fell asleep.






*******






“Well, I finally get to
meet this girl of yours?” John asked his son as they sat across
from each other at the Italian restaurant. Outside people were
hustling to stay out of the icy downpour that seemed to catch
everyone unawares and leave many a folk stranded without an
umbrella as they sprinted from one doorway to the next.

“Yes, she wanted to make it for lunch today
but she had something come up.” Brian poked at his lasagna,
flicking one of the thick noodles just right so that a drop of
sauce landed on the silky pink shirt he wore. “Damn it! I got it on
my new shirt.”

John rolled his eyes at his son’s outburst,
“Who cares? That shirt makes you look like a queer anyway.”

“No it doesn’t! Crystal got this for me. She
said it made me look really handsome. And it cost a lot too.”

“Well, she certainly has a taste for
expensive things.” John finished up the last of his veal parmigiana
and pushed the plate back. “Did she buy it for you or did she ask
you to buy it for yourself?”

“What’s the difference?”

“The difference? One means
your girlfriend is
dressing you like a fag. The other is that I’m paying to dress you like a fag.
You’ve been racking up your credit card bill which is why I wanted
to talk to you.”

Brian avoided eye contact with his father,
knowing full well what was coming. Sarah had warned him ahead of
time that their dad was pissed about how much he was spending on
Crystal.

John pulled the credit card bill out and
started reading down it. “Three hundred at Coach. A hundred and
twenty at Debron’s – what is that?”

“It’s a restaurant,” Brian stated
flatly.

“Four hundred at Big-O Tires?”

Brian raised his fingers, “That one was
really for me. I needed new tires.”

John continued down the page and onto the
second page, his frustration building as his son tried justifying
each charge. “Fifty five bucks at Starbucks? How do you spend fifty
five dollars for coffee?”

“-It was-”

“And my favorite charge, son: one hundred
sixty two dollars and twenty-one cents at the Naughty XXX Boutique.
That must be some important school expense there!”

Brian was mortified. He hadn’t seen the bill
and for a moment he feared there might be an itemization of what
Crystal asked him to purchase. Every single item that they got that
night would reveal their deviant sexual activities. How could Brian
explain to his father that Crystal had completely cuckolded him and
made him buy all those things at the boutique? How did he explain
that his love for his blonde beauty made him willing to do anything
she wished?”

“Do you have an answer, Brian?”

“Well, I guess I just let things get out of
hand. A little bit anyways.”

“A little? Thousands does not equal ‘a
little’, Brian. It seems like this girlfriend of yours is using you
for your plastic.”

Brian looked squarely at his father, “No
she’s not. She loves me! We’re very serious, you know.”

“She’s twenty four years
old – five years older than you, and blonde. At best she’s a piece
of ass, son. If you needed that I could have bought you some
company for about a tenth of what you’ve spent on Crystal. Take my
advice, son. Brush the bitch off. She’s no good. You need a girl
whose willing to get married and-”

“Dad, I don’t need this speech again!” Brian
stood up and dropped his napkin on his lap. “Listen, I’ve got to
go. I need to go study for a test tonight.” Walking out of the
restaurant he realized that his father had no idea that he was
failing two of his courses and had low scores in the other three.
That was destined to be an even bigger argument if he didn’t fix
his grades soon.

John ran his hand over his cheeks, trying to
cover the frustration that hung on his face. He loved his son
dearly, truly he did. A parent should have a favorite but John had
always given more to Brian than to Sarah. More allowance, more
leniencies, more freedom, more affection. But now it seemed that
after years of giving his son everything he wanted had spoiled him,
softened him. While he was relieved to find out Brian had an
interest in women, this new girlfriend was trouble and John knew
it. Still, what could he do? Trying to push the matter might
alienate him further and that seemed fruitless.

So John made the biggest mistake of his
life: he let the matter drop.

















Defeating the Neighbors






“We really shouldn’t be over here,” Brian
whined, closing the garage door and walking Crystal by the hand
through the Stanwick house.

“We shouldn’t do a lot of things, boyfriend,
but you are going to do what I tell you no matter what, right?” the
stripper told him.

“Yeah, I guess. But this is
really against the law. We’re in my neighbor’s house!”

“We’re not stealing anything, dumbass. I
just want to see your handiwork.” They walked together up the steps
and into Ben and Carol’s office. With his hands shaking, he turned
on the computer and waited for it to boot up. Crystal looked around
the upstairs and peaked out the window. The view looked perfectly
down at Brian’s house and the empty driveway.

“You are sure that your sister and mom won’t
be home anytime soon?”

“Yeah, my mom is at the gym with Mrs.
Stanwick and they are gone for two hours. My sister is in class.
But we have to hurry or we’re totally screwed.”

Crystal changed the subject back to the task
at hand, “Now you are sure she is the only one using this profile
on the computer?”

“Yeah, I’m sure. She typed the password real
slow too.” Brian typed in –t-r-o-u-b-l-e- in the password field and
they watched Carol Stanwick’s half of their PC open up. Brian
explained to his girlfriend how he had checked out the internet
history –just as Crystal had asked- and found the housewife had
done quite a few naughty searches.

“Let me see what she has been looking at,”
she instructed Brian to click on each link that Carol Stanwick had
viewed. The woman certainly had an eclectic taste in porn:
threesomes, younger men with older women, older women with younger
women, gang bangs, and so on. Each night for four nights she
appeared to be viewing the dirty pictures and videos.

“Yeah, each night she looks out the window
wearing a robe, then shuts the blinds and I’m guessing she comes in
here.”

“You think Ben knows she looks at porn?”
Crystal asked.

“I dunno. Probably not. Hey, how did you
know Mr. Stanwick’s first name is Ben?” he looked at his girlfriend
quizzically.

“Don’t worry your pretty
little head about it, Brian.” Crystal cursed herself on the inside
for the slip up but knew she could control the cuckold. “So here is
what I want you to do. Set up the bookmark she has so that it goes
to a different part of the web page.”

“Which part?”

“The interracial part,
silly. I’m curious what happens to Ben’s wife when she takes a look
at a picture of a big black dick.”

“How are you going to know though?” Brian
asked while he clicked on the INTERRACIAL tab and then edited the
bookmark so it looked identical.

“Because you are going to check it
tomorrow,” she said matter-of-factly. “Hurry up, I want to go to
the store before Francis comes over today.”

Brian sighed, “Can I at least watch tonight
without the cuffs? You put them on really tight last time.”

Crystal slipped her tongue
devilishly around his ear, “Oh I think we can arrange that,
cuckboy. My dirty little boyfriend is definitely going to get some
extra attention after he does all this spying on the
neighbors.”

“So when are you going to tell me why you
want to know all this about the Stanwicks?” Brian could barely get
the question out when his girlfriend grabbed him by the balls and
squeezed.

“You don’t ask questions, bitch,” she
whispered. “You just do what I tell you to do and then do it. And
if you tell anyone we were over here I can promise you, Brian,
you’ll suffer.”






*******






That night Crystal dropped
Brian off at his house. She had an incredible evening with Francis
again and Brian was as compliant as he could be. As her lover’s
magnificent manhood slipped in and out of her, she forced Brian to
hold her legs open, giving him the best view possible of their
interracial coupling. She even let her cuckold lick her tits –
despite the fact that he knew too much and asked too many questions
she needed to reward him. She also gave him a hand job that seemed
to make him happy as a clam. Yes, Brian would continue the spying
on the Stanwick’s internet activities.

She pulled into the cul-de-sac and Francis
stepped out so that Brian could climb out of the back seat of the
two-seater. Brian walked around the car and gave her a kiss on the
lips. Strangely, he seemed to be turning into a much better kisser
than when they first started dating. Maybe it was like when
somebody lost their vision, their hearing improved. While denying
the eighteen year old year sex, his other sexual parts like his
tongue were getting better? The thought amused her while their
tongues intertwined.

Crystal looked up at the Stanwick house and
made a small gesture as she saw a brunette woman in a white robe
peaking through the blinds. “Hey, she’s watching us,” she told
him.

Brian pulled back and glanced at the window,
“Who? Mrs. Stanwick? I don’t see her.” The window went dark and he
looked back at his girlfriend.

“She was there. Listen, I
had fun tonight. I’m glad you were such a well behaved boy.
Tomorrow I want you to do what we talked about. Don’t get caught
though.”

“I won’t. Love you,” he spurted out. The
look on his face told Crystal that he didn’t mean to say it but it
was out nonetheless.

“Call me tomorrow,” was all she could
say.

He walked up the front steps and waved to
her and Francis. Just as he shut the door Francis began kissing her
and fondling her. His big hands moved over the blonde stripper’s
body and made her pussy tingle in excitement. “Hey baby, let’s go
one more time tonight without that white boy around. I want to
enjoy you all by myself.”

Crystal looked up at the
window where she saw Ben’s wife standing before. Even though it was
dark, she could see the white robe dimly lit behind the open
blinds. Yes, she was watching them kiss and the young woman made
sure that Carol got an eyeful as she and Francis embraced
deeply.







Pulling strings






“Wow, ten times?” Crystal
feigned her surprise. The truth was that she had already gotten a
call with all the details from her friend Maurice already, just as
she had the other days. “This guy seems like an incredible
lover.”

“He is amazing. I’m sorry
to be so detailed but I can’t tell anyone else about this affair. I
mean, my own family can’t know and my friends would never
understand.”

“What about your friend,
Carol? She lives across the street from you, right? You didn’t tell
her?”

“Oh, I told her I was
seeing someone but didn’t tell her anything about him, you know,
being a Negro. She and her husband are very much against
interracial relationships. Her husband Ben hates black
people.”

It amazed Crystal that
Alice still used that term. She would be sure to tell Maurice who
would no doubt redouble his efforts to fuck this woman into
oblivion and keep their relationship exactly where it needed to
stay: physical. She decided to play to Alice’s hang-ups, “Well,
that doesn’t mean she feels the same way. You’d be surprised how
many white women have fantasized about being with a black
man.”

“Well not her. Carol’s husband would be
wearing a white hood if he lived in the South.”

“Maybe she likes black men but hides it from
her husband because of what a big asshole he is. You never know.
”

“Maybe. I don’t know, Crystal. I think for
now I’ll just keep it a secret.”

As it turned out Carol
Stanwick was definitely into black men. Or at least into watching
black men. For the past two weeks Brian had spied on Carol’s
internet activity. Each time the woman went out to the gym, the
teenage boy would sneak into the Stanwick house and check on the
internet activity. He reported back to Crystal about Mrs.
Stanwick’s viewing pleasure, and how she had even joined an
interracial website and placed an order for a black dildo and
interracial DVDs. A week later Brian said that he found the DVDs
under her bed and they were all unwrapped. The dildo was hidden in
her drawer and a bottle of lube was kept right next to
it.

It was perfect. Not only
had they managed to get Ben’s wife easily hooked on interracial
porn but it only reinforced with Brian that women preferred well
hung black men over little dicked white boys. Crystal made sure
that she and Brian talked about Carol’s fantasies when she was
jacking him off.

Alice paused for a moment on the phone, “Oh,
I don’t know if I want people to know. I doubt this is a permanent
thing. I mean, Maurice seems like he is just interested in a
physical relationship.”

“Would that be so bad?”
Crystal countered. “Ten toe curling orgasms in one night –that is
five times better than your ex-husband from what you told me. I’d
say keep having fun.”

“You’re right. I mean, I’m a grown woman. I
don’t need to answer to anybody.”

“There you go.”

“Besides, he is leaving for two weeks to
South Carolina to spend time with his family. Who knows how he’ll
feel when he comes back.”

“Thanks, Crystal. And thanks for being my
confidante.”

“Oh please, it’s my
pleasure. Call me anytime. I like the juicy details. I certainly
don’t get anything hot like that from Brian.”

“Oh, don’t say that about my poor son!”
Alice scolded her mildly, “He’s still young. You just need to teach
him and, and, and I can’t believe we’re having this conversation. I
don’t want to know what you two are doing.”

No, you certainly
don’t, she smiled evilly.

After hanging up the phone, Crystal walked
back inside the living room and sat down next to Sarah Kinsley.
Brian’s sister looked at her curiously, “Wow, you were on the phone
with my mom for awhile. Is she okay?”

“Yeah, she’s fine. She was just asking me
for my advice on what to bring you and Brian back,” Crystal
actually had told the truth; since Alice had taken off for the
bed-and-breakfast with Maurice she felt guilty about coming back
empty handed. She called her own house expecting to talk to Sarah
and was surprised that her son’s girlfriend was over. Crystal was
waiting for Brian to come back from school and she decided to show
up a little early.

“It’s weird that you talk
to my mom more than I do lately,” Sarah commented, cutting her
cuticles back before painting her nails.

“Oh I don’t think it’s weird. I’ve been
dating your brother for nine months now.”

“Well, that’s weird all by itself. I still
don’t know what you see in my brother. He’s such a twerp.”

If you only
knew, she thought better of vocalizing the
thought. “So what were you saying about the neighbors?”

Sarah frowned at the ‘peachy pink’ shade she
had selected for her nail polish but applied it anyway. “Oh, the
Stanwicks – you know he ones who live across the street? – they are
going on vacation for about a week and I have to take care of their
cat. And water the plants. And blah blah blah. It’s stupid but it
their gonna pay me and it only takes a few minutes.”

“I thought you got an allowance from your
dad?”

“Yeah, but he’s been cutting back on it
lately. Apparently he thinks me and Brian spend too much money. He
was bitching about it for the last month. But whatever…”

“Your brother mentioned something about a
big fight over his credit card bill.”

“Well, his bill was supposedly waaaay bigger
than mine, but I need more money than he does for make-up and
clothes. So, house-sitting will be fine with me.”

Interesting, Crystal considered the
implications of Brian’s sister being over at the house. Sarah was
never really part of her plan, but it would be a clever way to find
out if anything else incriminating on either Ben or Carol without
ever broaching the subject. All she had to do was get the girl to
find Carol’s porn stash and it would set things in
motion.

“Well, at least you get a change of scenery.
Their house looks so nice – is it nice inside?”

“Yeah, I guess. I mean I grew up with their
daughter Jennifer; she’s away at college now. We used to get in so
much trouble torturing that miserable cat of theirs.”

“What is Jennifer’s dad like?” Crystal
fished for information.

“Mr. Stanwick is kind of an ass. He was
always creeping me out, staring at me when I was wearing my bathing
suit. Rumors were that he had some affair with a girl at the
country club.”

Crystal had to be careful,
but she also had always wanted to know what had been said about
Ben. “You don’t say…”

Sarah continued, “Yeah. The girl was
supposed to be only a few years older than Jennifer and me. Can you
say ‘EWWW’? I mean, what would a girl be thinking getting involved
with somebody like Ben Stanwick anyway?”

“I don’t know,” the blonde lied again.

“So anyhow that’s what a
friend of mine told me. I don’t know if any of it is true but Mr.
Stanwick was definitely into younger women. Jennifer and I used to
find his dirty magazines all the time and they were called things
like Barely Legal or Just Eighteen or stuff like that.” Sarah finished one hand and then started
on the other.

“Sounds like a fun time. You and Jenny that
is.”

Sarah looked up in surprise, her smile told
everything. “No! No, we didn’t do anything. We just-” The lie was
terrible but she couldn’t stop it. Crystal pressed a little.

“Oh, so Jenny is ugly?”

“No! She’s beautiful. It’s
just that we never-”

Crystal waved her had dismissively, “It’s
okay. I was just wishing I had an attractive girl to live next door
to when I was growing up. But going back to your story…”

Sarah was wide mouthed and
silent. Crystal had all but admitted she was attracted to women and
it caught her off guard. Still shocked, she stammered. “So you are
into.. Uhm… You know? You like-?”

“Girls? Yes. My first time having sex was
with a girl! Haven’t you? I mean with Jennifer or somebody
else?”

Sarah couldn’t get the moment out of her
mind. That kiss. Jenny’s lips. Her hands. It was a long pause that
admitted everything.

“Sorry,” she stopped Sarah
from having to come up with an answer. “Anyway, you were saying
before? Did Jennifer’s mom know about any of this?”

Crystal meant for Sarah to
elaborate on the affair, but Sarah was still talking about the porn
magazines, her mind clearly on the afternoon she shared with
Jennifer kissing and fondling. “Oh yeah, she was always yelling at
him and throwing them away in the trash. That’s where we found a
bunch of them. Jenny’s mom is a major prude.”

“I don’t know, Sarah,”
Crystal sat back on the sofa. “Women like that usually have their
deep dark secrets. You never know what you’ll find under their
bed…” Or on their
computer, she felt like adding, but then
decided against it. She knew perfectly well that Carol had a deep
curiosity about black men, but finding that perfect balance of
hints to leave for Brian’s sister was crucial; nothing could be
initiated by Crystal.

You never know what you’ll
find under their bed… Brian’s girlfriend
had planted a seed that would grow in ways she could not have ever
imagined at the time. While Sarah was naturally a nosy person,
those words rattled around in her mind when she house-sat for the
Stanwicks that first day. The discovery of Carol’s interracial porn
led to the sex parties that ‘blacked’ Tiffany and Sarah both. And
that party left evidence that Carol the housewife found. It was
only by fate that the middle-aged woman would be so overcome by
perverse desire that she would do anything she could to have the
black men Sarah had found.

However it wasn’t until
Sarah confessed to Crystal her lesbian affair with Carol that
things fell into place. It was then that she realized that Sarah
was the key to making her revenge a reality. With her unwitting
help, Crystal would destroy Ben Stanwick and John
Kinsley.


 Part
VIII - Alice’s
Affairs






Alice’s Alone Time






The mother of two hadn’t
been on a date in twenty years. She and her ex-husband John had met
in college and decided to get married when she was pregnant with
her daughter Sarah. They had only been dating for six months but it
seemed like the right thing to do. Just a month after giving birth
to her daughter she was pregnant again with Brian and the young
couple was instantly a busy family.

Irish twins were a handful for the newlyweds
and Alice insisted that John get a vasectomy after the second
child. They fought about it for over a year and Alice resorted to
withholding sex from her husband until he finally gave in. John was
stubborn about carrying on his legacy, his family name ‘Kinsley’,
and now that all depended on his young son Brian. Up until that
time Alice had slept with a total of two men her whole life.

After the divorce, Alice
grew emotionally and physically lonely. And why wouldn’t she? Here
she was in her sexual plateau and completely alone, inexperienced,
and desirous of a man’s company. Masturbation became the norm for
the forty two year old redhead who dreamt of a take-charge type of
man. John was really the only man she had ever known carnally other
than her first boyfriend in High School, and both of them were
unsatisfying lovers.

The romance books Alice bought became
trashier and more explicit; she became learned about words like
“cock” and “pussy” and a variety of other sexually explicit
subjects. She was still a sucker for a good romantic story, but if
it had racy scenes it was that much better.

Alice reached her breaking point when it
came to the dirty movies though. The guilt of what she had done
still hung heavily on her conscience and each time she thought
about her indiscretions, the stay-at-home-mom experienced
contradicting feelings of excitement and self loathing.

As her son Brian and his
girlfriend Crystal grew closer, they spent more time with each
other and considerably less time at home. Sarah was always hiding
in her room or out with her friends. The children technically lived
with her but they had all but left the nest.

One day Brian left his room
unlocked and Alice peered inside to find it filthy as could be. Her
intentions were innocent as she picked up all the laundry and
trash, but as she moved through the refuse of a nineteen year old’s
bedroom Alice found three movies that were obviously
pornographic.

It was embarrassing to find them; she did
everything she could to block out of her mind what her son might be
doing while watching these films. However it was a distraction to
her all day. Alice kept coming back to the room, adjusting the DVDs
on the floor, trying to make them look like she never found them.
Picking them up again she looked at the back covers and the fleshy
unions of men and women doing things she long missed.

That afternoon Alice gave into temptation
and watched all three movies. They were exciting and passionate and
wickedly naughty. Blowjobs, pussy licking, anal sex, threesomes;
the list went on. Her orgasms seemed endless as each scene
compelled her to watch more and more. She wasn’t sure if she would
ever have a chance to watch them again and wasn’t sure she wanted
to. But on that day Alice had given herself a free pass on her
lust. When Sarah came home from school, the redheaded mother snuck
the DVDs back into her son’s room and shut the door. The rest of
the night she drank heavily, hoping to purge her wrongdoing from
her mind.

Brian never left the door
unlocked again. Alice was sure that her son knew she had seen the
dirty movies but was convinced that he couldn’t have known she
watched them. Little did she know Brian had placed the DVDs in
their covers at perfect right angles. It was a rather OCD thing to
do, but Brian had gotten into the habit of keeping track of his
porn when his sister started snooping in his stuff. He wanted to
know when somebody had just moved his things and when they had
actually watched them.

Alice also had no idea that Brian shared his
discovery with Crystal who immediately began contemplating how to
take advantage of the situation. When Crystal brought over the DVDs
for her Alice to watch, there was no indication that the whole
thing was a set up. It all seemed like an embarrassing mishap.






*******






It was late in the evening and the kids were
out of the house. Alice went to the living room and grabbed the
stack of DVDs she borrowed from Crystal. Earlier in the week she
mentioned to her son’s girlfriend that she loved Hugh Jackman and
she was kind enough to offer a whole stack of DVDs for her to
borrow, including two ‘Huge’ Jackman films.

Alice refilled her wine
glass and noted that Sarah and Brian would both be out until late –
another quiet night. Too quiet. She decided on The Nanny Diaries to watch and
brought it back into her dark bedroom. She turned on the TV and
player and opened up the case, but when she did the disk fell to
the floor. She picked it up and tried to read it by the glow of the
television but without her reading glasses she could only make
out Diaries of a Housewife
on the title. She held it out at length but then
decided just to pop it in anyway. Settling back on her bed with her
wine she hit PLAY and relaxed.

What was impossible to read
close-up for Alice was certainly clear at a distance. The
title Diaries of a Housewife Gone
Black spread across the screen and a woman
screaming, “Your cock is so much bigger than my fucking husband’s!”
played in the background. Crystal had mixed up (or perhaps hidden?)
a pornographic movie within another DVD’s case, and one with black
men surprisingly! She knew it couldn’t be a mix-up from the store;
these weren’t rentals. And heaven forbid if it was Brian’s movie!
That thought disturbed her most of all; that it might be her son’s
movie and the two of them were watching these filthy things
together.

It had to be Crystal’s
movie, hidden in the case – maybe she didn’t have time to hide it
from Brian? Alice briefly considered that Crystal left it there for
her to watch, but dismissed the idea; that would be embarrassing
for both women. The evening was turning out to be quite a shocker
for Alice who stared at the DVD menu and deliberated with herself.
She certainly never approved of interracial dating and had never
seen a black man nude before. Now a black man’s cock was flashing
in front of her on the main menu, teasing her, tempting her to look
further. Alice couldn’t help but think about what the movie might
contain. Every conscious thought told Alice that black and white
should never mix. She was also still very lonely, and alone, and
feeling the effects of the wine…

Alice pressed PLAY and
nervously snuggled into her bed once again. The movie started with
a tattooed black man coming to collect a debt from some suburban
home to find a housewife all alone. The actress swore that she had
no idea that her husband owed any money and asked him to leave, but
the debt collector stayed. He looked mean and angry and ready to
attack the woman, and –to the surprise of Alice- that was exactly
what he did.

Now in all the time she was
alive, Alice had seen three pornographic movies (the ones from
Brian’s room), but they were never like this. This movie was
different. The black man was grabbing the woman by her arm and
dragging her into the house; ripping her clothes.
So aggressive. So forceful. His cock was much bigger than John’s and bigger than she
remembered other men having from the other XXX movies. Alice was
growing more and more turned on, watching one of her dirtiest
fantasies take place in a movie before her. The fact that a
black man was
perpetrating the attack made it that much smuttier and –with the
effects of the wine kicking in- she began to masturbate once
again.

A black man, taking me
against my will. Ripping my clothes off. Forcing me to suck him. To
fuck him. The fantasy on the screen played
out in Alice’s mind as well and she slid her fingers inside of her
soaked mound in time with the perverted sexual display in front of
her. Alice orgasmed twice to the scene before it finally
ended.

The second scene had
nothing to do with the first, but instead featured a sexy middle
aged brunette woman taking on another black man. He was ugly and
hard on the eyes, but his cock was so thick that it looked bigger
than a soda can. It made the last well hung black actor look as
small as her husband! The ‘housewife’ from this scene appeared to
be cheating on her husband with this giant cocked man who almost
split her in two with his manhood. Alice tried sliding four fingers
into her dripping pussy to see what something like that might feel
like; her attempt failed as the pain was too much and she realized
that something like that must take getting used to. Still, the
woman screamed out repeatedly, “I love your big fat black cock!”
which excited Alice even more. She slid three fingers rapidly in
and out of her hole, found yet another powerful climax coursing
through her and then froze, gasping for breath from the
excitement.

The rest of the movie was almost as
riveting, but as the days went on Alice found herself watching the
misplaced DVD again; the first two scenes repeatedly. She marveled
at the size of each Negro’s manhood, the energy they displayed in
their lovemaking (if you could call it that), the contrast of their
skin against the white women they chose to bed.

A week later Crystal was dropping Brian off
in the afternoon just in time for him to get to school. Her son
gave Alice a quick peck on the cheek before he grabbed his backpack
and drove off to the junior college.

“Hi, Alice!” Crystal waved,
walking slowly up to the house. Brian’s car was disappearing around
the corner as the blonde girl ascended the front walkway
steps.

“Hi, Crystal. How are things going?”

“Fine. Thanks for asking. Listen, did you
have a chance to watch those movies?”

Alice froze. She didn’t want anyone knowing
she had noticed the movie let alone watched it. If Brian found out
from his girlfriend it would be mortifying –she’d never be able to
look her son in the eyes again.

“You know, the movies I
dropped off last week? The Prestige, the Nanny Diaries…” Crystal
was reminding her of something the mother clearly remembered but
hadn’t prepared an excuse for.

“Oh, yes. Sure, hold on a
second.” Alice disappeared into the house, quickly grabbed the DVD
cases and then fastened the Diaries of a
Housewife Gone Black DVD onto the holder of
the Nanny Diaries case she had originally found it in. Trotting back to the
front door she found Crystal standing there, waiting.

“So, which one did you like the best?” the
blonde girl asked.

“Uhm, I liked the
Prestige. That was very
good.”

“Did you like the
Nanny Diaries?”

“No, I didn’t have a chance to watch it. I
mean, I didn’t even open the case. I just didn’t have time. Sorry!”
Alice was rambling but couldn’t help herself.

“Are you sure you don’t want to hold onto it
for awhile?” Crystal asked. “You can keep it for as long as you
like.”

Was she tempting me? Did
she know it was in there? Maybe I should watch it again. But then I
would have to explain… Alice declined, “No,
I’ll borrow it from you some other time. I got some movies from
Carol across the street and it’ll be awhile.”

“No problem. Listen, I’ve got to go meet a
friend, but I’m sure I’ll see you soon.” Crystal gave Alice a hug
and walked gingerly back to her car, the stack of DVDs in her
hand.

Alice closed the door and ran to the kitchen
to pour herself a glass of wine. She prayed that Crystal would
never find out about her watching the movie, not knowing that
Crystal had placed the DVD purposefully in the case so that it
would fall out; not knowing that when she fastened the DVD in place
she had already given up the fact that she opened the case and at
least observed the pornographic movie within.

Two glasses of wine later another bottle was
empty and Alice was back on her bed, shamefully rubbing her clit as
she did her best to recall the rough dark men from the interracial
movie.


Two Taboos






The mother of two hadn’t been on a date in
twenty years.

“Thank you for the drink. Mai Tai’s are my
favorite,” Alice blushed.

The man sitting next to the redheaded woman
set his beer bottle down and beamed back at her, “Lucky guess on my
part. I’m Maurice. What’s your name?”

“Alice. Nice to meet you Maurice.”

She had done her best to
try to purge the risqué fantasy from her mind: the thought of a
black man impaling his manhood deep inside her as he pulled her
hair and said all manner of filthy things to her. The dirty movie
Crystal had ‘inadvertently’ lent her was almost forgotten until the
two of them came to the Durrant Grill downtown. With the drinks
flowing both women had let their guard down, discussing the appeal
of a darker man. Her son’s girlfriend had even confessed to
sleeping with a Negro and all but told Alice she knew the
interracial porn movie had been watched.

Alice couldn’t believe the
things coming out of Crystal’s mouth but couldn’t have asked her to
stop talking about them even if she wanted. Her mind wandered to
the repressed feelings she had since watching that dirty movie and
the nights of self pleasuring that had been filled with ebony
skinned men. It was at that very moment Maurice bought her the Mai
Tai and put things in motion. And in retrospect it all happened so
smoothly that the divorcee never saw a chance to stop
it.

Chatting at the bar.

Flirting.

Tacit approval.

Another drink.

Crystal is gone.

Hands touching.

Electricity.

Heavy heart beats.

Sitting closer.

His hands in my hair.

His lips on mine.

So young.

So dark.

So commanding.

The hotel lobby.

The bed.

My dress if off.

His clothes are off.

That broad chest.

That rippling abdomen.

That magnificent cock.

Keeping Maurice from her
seemed as impossible as stopping a river from flowing. A man almost
young enough to be her son was behind her now, posting his cock
head at her entrance, doing his best to push into her, meeting the
resistance she both welcomed and feared.

“Damn, you are tight!” he grunted.

“Sorry…” she panted back.

“Don’t be sorry, Alice.
Just relax. It’s gonna take some getting used to being with a black
man.”

He pushed a little more and Alice grabbed
the sheets in her fists. “Oh! Oww. Wait…”

“Nah, don’t give up now, Alice.” He pushed
and got the head of his massive black dick inside of her. She tried
to lean forward but Maurice held her hips tightly. The struggle
caused his giant member to move subtly back and forth, her pussy
like tightly gripping him in pleasurable ways he hadn’t felt in a
long time. Alice was a mother of two but she felt as tight as a
virgin.

“OOOOOOH, too big. Maurice! Slow, please!
Just, slow – OHHH!”

There was no denying that
Maurice was more than twice the thickness of her ex-husband, John,
but observing it and feeling it were two entirely different
experiences. Alice knew that she would be tight after having no sex
for two years, but she never expected it to be this painful. Then
again she never expected a man to be this large either. Maurice’s
arms were well developed along with his chest and abs. But all of
that was just the packaging for the man who was hung like a horse.
If she hadn’t observed similar sized dicks in the interracial porn
movie, Alice would have sworn it was impossible to fit inside a
woman.

“Yeah, it’s movin’ now.
Mmm, that’s it Alice. Take a little more now.” Her black lover
reached around and rubbed her clit as he slowly pushed another inch
inside of her. He pulled it almost completely out and then eased
back in – it charged her senses even more and the pain was ebbing,
replaced by her sexual pleasure. “That’s better now, ain’t
it?”

“Oh yes. Ohhhh yes! Just go, -OOOH!-
slow!”

He now felt deep, really deep. She was
afraid to move, worried that if Maurice pulled out he would never
get his titanic man stick back inside of her. But each deliberate
withdraw out of her tight hole was followed by another careful
insertion, and a deeper one at that.

“Not- possible- deep –ooooh
–oh what happening?! OHH! OH GOD OH YES YES YES!”
I’m cumming so soon. We haven’t even done
anything and he’s making me cum. It was
impossible, or was it? Alice’s thighs quivered and she felt her
pussy tightly gripping Maurice’s thick black cock. The whole room
was spinning and an orgasm ripped through her that made her upper
body collapse on the bed. Her ass was still up in the air though,
and her seemingly superhuman lover was still moving into
her.

“Damn, Alice. You cummin’
already? That white boy you were married to must have had a little
finger dick or somethin’. You gonna have a real good time tonight.”
Maurice tried to pump the remainder of his cock into her and hit
the wall. He was three quarters of the way into Alice and couldn’t
get any more into her. It didn’t matter though. The woman
underneath him was moaning loudly and talking gibberish. He
couldn’t even make out a single word she was saying, but it was
obvious that she was experiencing new heights of sexual delectation
that made her powerless to resist him. Whatever prejudices she may
have ever had, whatever inhibitions she might have come with, they
were being pushed out of her body with every methodical thrust he
performed. The twenty-six year old black man was determined to
purge them from her body and own her by the end of the
night.






*******






Alice woke up to what she
thought was Maurice talking. His melodic voice was soothing to her
ears and she reached across the hotel bed to find it unoccupied.
She cracked open one eye and peered at the digital clock on the
nightstand, then sat up in bed to look around the room. He was
gone. The redhead felt a pit in her stomach that the man who had
given her the most amazing night of her life had walked out of the
room and left her as a one-night stand. She felt tears starting to
form when the toilet flushed and Maurice stepped out of the
bathroom.

“Oh, you’re still here!”
she croaked. With her mouth and throat parched from the heavy
lovemaking session she was convinced she would scare off the man
with her voice.

“Yeah,” he spoke softly. “I got a work call
and didn’t want to wake you up.” He held up his cell phone and then
put it on the nightstand.

“Let me guess, you need to go in now?” she
queried him suspiciously.

“No, actually they told me I don’t need to
go in for the extra shift I volunteered for. You have me all
morning long, if you want me, that is.”

Alice smiled broadly, “Wow,
I wasn’t expecting that answer. Uhh, I guess I would like that a
lot. You certainly are not like any nurse I ever met
before.”

He chuckled, “Yeah, I get that sometimes.
Being a male nurse gets you mocked sometimes, but the three-on,
four-off schedule is good for having some extra time when you want
it.”

“So, are you up for the
task?” she did her best teasing voice, concerned that she sounded
silly.

Her young lover smiled
back, “Alice, you obviously have no idea what it is like to be with
a real man. I guess I’m going to have to teach you.”

He pushed his naked frame
against hers and they began to fondle each other. The middle aged
woman’s hands roamed across his chest and she ran her finger along
every muscular crease. Feeling something heavy brush against her
leg, she reached down to his crotch and wrapped her freckled hand
around his thickening meat.

“Oh my word! I can’t
believe how big you are when you are soft. It’s way bigger than my
ex-husband when he was all the way hard.”

“Well, I’m pretty average for a black
man.”

“Average?!” she spurted.

“Yeah, some of my friends are way bigger
than me.”

“I can’t begin to imagine…” Alice told him,
but in truth she already was trying to picture what a cock would
look like that was larger than the one growing in her hand.







A New Woman






Alice may have been hard up
for a man before she met Maurice but she certainly wasn’t stupid.
It was January and the weeks she had spent with the man she met at
the restaurant were the most satisfying in memory. The mother of
two knew that the young black lover she had taken on was more
interested in her physically than in advancing their relationship.
Conversations were friendly but shallow while their nights together
were long and deep. But the fact of the matter was that she didn’t
feel entirely comfortable taking the relationship to the next level
anyway.

She was collecting a
sizable alimony check from John every month and got to keep the
house and car. If they ever got married that would mean a lot less
money and maybe even going back to work. The neighborhood was an
all-white location (with the occasional Asian or Indian) that was
known for harassing blacks. Her own neighbor Ben certainly would
make a stink of it and that would spell the end of her friendship
with his wife Carol. And the kids - how would she explain to her
children that she was dating a black man only a few years older
than they were?

Keeping the relationship
secret, however, was getting more difficult to do. Brian was
continually absent from the house and had his time split between
school and his girlfriend. Sarah, on the other hand, knew her mom
was dating somebody and pried into every call that Alice placed.
She and her boyfriend had broken up and now her daughter was in the
mood to meddle in everyone else’s life.

If only Sarah would find a
new boyfriend she would stop poking her nose into my love
life. Alice would be shocked to know that
two weeks later her daughter would be spreading her legs for three
black men in a single night right across the street.

Without anyone else who
would understand, Alice turned to Crystal for advice regularly. Her
son’s girlfriend was certainly younger than she was, but she had a
sexual knowledge that Alice guessed would frighten her innocent son
Brian if he ever found out. It was a good thing she was so
interested in him though. She hated to admit it but her son
certainly wasn’t wooing the ladies and maybe he had some chance for
a future with Crystal.

Maurice announced he was leaving for two
weeks to visit with family. He seemed genuinely happy about his
up-n-coming trip, but promised to make sure he gave Alice a night
to remember before he left. What ensued was a night unlike the
romantic throes they had engaged in before. Maurice was rougher,
harder, and his dirty talk more edgy.

“You don’t want to fuck no
white boys, do you?” he whispered in her ear as his body slammed
against hers.

“Nooooooo,” she moaned, feeling another
orgasm growing within her.

“What kind of man you wanna fuck from now
on? Huh? Say it, Alice. Come on, say you want black men from now
on.”

“Oh I only want black men from now ONN! Oh,
God! Going to cum soon!”

“Yeah, that’s it. Pathetic little white boys
can’t satisfy this pussy, nuh-uh. You think Jonathan could ever
make you feel this good? The only thing he good for is jacking off
his puny little dick. Jacking it off while I fuck you right in
front of him-”

“OHHHH!”

“-yeah fucking you in front of that little
dicked husband of yours. Showing him what a real man can do to his
wife! His little dick all hard n’ shit cuz he’s watchin’ you get
some real pleasure…”

“CUMMMMINGG!!”

The thought was so
perverse: Jonathan watching her have sex with Maurice. Normally
discussing her ex-husband just made Alice feel frustrated or
depressed but her black lover had spun a dirty tale so compelling
that she wished he would continue to mention John. It made her cum
harder than the last orgasm – and that seemed
impossible!

Each lovemaking session had
Maurice telling her a new twisted tale as he slid his massive cock
in and out of her. It was a side of him she hadn’t gotten to see
too much of and it shocked the middle aged woman in ways she never
expected. Maurice had a kinky side to him, for sure. But Alice was
enjoying their naughtiness to her fullest extent and each sexy word
and naughty phrase that fell off his thick lips only enhanced their
sex. He spoke of things that she had only considered in her darkest
fantasies and some things that were new to her. In each new sexual
act they were playing themselves, but the scenes changed around
them. And each time Maurice’s lovemaking changed to accommodate the
new roleplaying fantasy that he introduced.

I am a schoolteacher who
tutors her handsome black student after class in sex
education.

Maurice attacks me outside the house and
forces himself on me.

I am a married woman who
cheats on her husband with nothing but black men.

Maurice ties up my
ex-husband and forces John to watch us have sex.

I am a sex slave, at the command of any
black man who wants me.

Maurice introduces me to his friends and
they all take me at the same time.

I am a racist white woman who Maurice ties
up and makes me swear to only fuck black men.

Each fantasy drove her wild
with passion and each time she was convinced her lover would tire.
She was wrong – Maurice was a machine-man, capable of pleasing her
till she literally went unconscious. It had happened several times
before and it was happening again. At first she was apprehensive of
going along with the roleplay, but Maurice tutored her on what to
say and how to say it. He made her say things – naughty things –
and the wickedness of their passionate play led to Alice falling
exhausted and asleep on the bed once more.






*******






“I came ten times.
At least ten times,”
Alice bragged while she held the phone to her ear.

“Wow, ten times?” Crystal
responded back. “This guy seems like an incredible
lover.”

“He is amazing. I’m sorry to be so detailed
but I can’t tell anyone else about this affair. I mean, my own
family can’t know and my friends would never understand.”

“What about your friend,
Carol? She’s the one that lives across the street from you, right?
You didn’t tell her?”

“Oh, I told her I was
seeing someone but didn’t tell her anything about him, you know,
being a Negro. She
and her husband are very much against interracial relationships.
Her husband Ben hates black people.”

“Well, that doesn’t mean she feels the same
way. You’d be surprised how many white women have fantasized about
being with a black man.”

“Well not her. Carol’s husband would be
wearing a white hood if he lived in the South.”

“Maybe she likes black men but hides it from
her husband because of what a big asshole he is. You never know.
”

“Maybe. I don’t know,
Crystal. I think for now I’ll just keep it a secret.” Alice paused
for a moment on the phone, “I doubt this is a permanent thing. I
mean, Maurice seems like he is just interested in a physical
relationship.”

“Would that be so bad?”
Crystal countered. “Ten toe curling orgasms in one night –that is
ten times better than your ex-husband from what you told me. I’d
say keep having fun.”

“Doesn’t that make me a bit of a slut?”

“Alice, who exactly are you trying to
impress here? And it’s not like you’re in a committed relationship
with anyone.”

“You’re right. I mean, I’m a grown woman. I
don’t need to answer to anybody.”

“There you go.”

“Besides, he is leaving for two weeks to
South Carolina to spend time with his family. Who knows how he’ll
feel when he comes back.”

“You poor thing. All alone for two weeks.
I’ll find some way to keep you distracted. Don’t worry.”

“Oh I don’t know about that. The last time
you distracted me I ended up in a hotel room with a man I knew for
less than two hours.”

“That didn’t sound like a complaint.”

“It wasn’t, I
promise.”

“You know that DVD of mine you found? Maybe
I’ll bring that by for you as part of a care package.”

“What kind of care package
would have that kind of movie in it?”

“I think you know.”

“Thanks, Crystal. And
thanks for being my confidante.”

“Oh please, it’s my pleasure. Call me
anytime. I like the juicy details. I certainly don’t get anything
hot like that from Brian.”

“Oh, don’t say that about
my poor son!” Alice scolded her mildly, “He’s still young. You just
need to teach him and, and, and… And I can’t believe we’re having
this conversation. I don’t want to know what you two are
doing.”







Meet the Mandingos






“So where did you tell Brian we were going?”
Alice asked. “Just so we can keep our stories straight.”

Crystal held Alice’s hand as they walked
down the poorly lit hill toward the old colonial house they had
passed before parking the car. The sidewalk was cracked and
desperately needing repair; more than once the women’s heels got
jammed in the cement fissures and they had to stop to pull their
shoes out. “I told him I was taking you out for dinner since it was
important for us to be close. Who knows? Brian and I might get
married one day and you would be my mother-in-law.”

Alice gasped, “Are you
really considering marrying my son? I mean, I didn’t even know the
two of you were talking about that.”

“Don’t you think I’d be a good
daughter-in-law?” Crystal feigned insult.

“Oh, I do! I just think Brian is so young.
He’s eighteen and you are twenty-four. Besides that, I don’t know
how I feel about my potential daughter-in-law knowing all the
things I’ve done!” She laughed and Crystal snickered with her.

Crystal changed the subject, “So where did
you tell your daughter we were going?”

“I don’t know where we’re going. You’ve been
mysterious all night. It’s a good thing she wasn’t home. She was
over at Carol’s house – Carol said something about helping her out
with some of her homework. It’s good since she gets lonely when Ben
is away on business trips. Sarah will keep her entertained.”

At that point Crystal knew
nothing about the lesbian affair Sarah had with her older neighbor,
but later would reflect humorously back on the conversation she and
Alice had. The splendid wickedness of the pending moment was all
the blonde stripper was focused on and she had primed Alice with
several glasses of wine before asking her about her last night with
Maurice. Brian’s mother went into sordid details of their dirty
talk and described every thrust and position. Crystal made sure to
ask all the right questions and make the woman relive the whole
night in hushed whispers over dinner. By the time they were
finished, Alice was flushed and ready for a good hard fuck. “I wish
Maurice was here right now” she confessed.

“So what is this place called again?” Alice
asked.

“It’s called a Mandingo
Club,” Crystal told her hesitantly. “I used to come to these
before… Well, before Brian and I fell in love.”

Alice looked at the house
unapprovingly, “It doesn’t look like a club. It looks like
somebody’s house.” The windows were blacked out and a red light
shone from the porch. The street had been lined with Mercedes and
Cadillac Escalades and other expensive vehicles. It was the only
quality to the neighborhood that put the older woman at
ease.

“It’s a different kind of club. Alice, you
know I love your son but you also know I have… attractions… to
black men. You and I are not the only white women to ever have felt
this way. Sometimes Mandingo Clubs spring up in cities so that
certain types of women can meet certain types of men.”

Alice stopped, “Like a sex club? I don’t
know if I want to go-”

“It isn’t a sex club. I mean, not quite.
We’re just going to walk around and look. That’s Tony at the door,”
Crystal said pointing. “He knows me. Just hold my hand and be quiet
as we walk into the house. It will be fine.” The tugged at Brian’s
mom and eventually got her to climb up the porch steps. A tall
black man in a dark gray suit greeted Crystal with a peck on the
cheek and a whisper in her ear. She responded with a whisper back
and the two women walked into the house.






*******






Alice knew her face was as red as her hair.
One of the many drawbacks of being pure Irish was how people could
read your excitement literally on your skin. The only consolation
was that the people in the room seemed very much focused on other
things.

The sitting room was directly off the main
hallway and in it were two couples making out on the sofa as the
music blasted from the stereo system. The obvious observation was
that both couples were interracial made up of a black man and a
white woman. The men were shirtless and the women were dressed
provocatively. Across from them two white men were enjoying their
beers, joking and pointing, their comments muffled by the heavy
base from the speakers.

“That’s the meeting room,” Crystal
explained, “where the white couples are introduced to the
bulls.”

“Bulls?” Alice raised her eyebrows.

“Yeah. Bulls are black men who service white
women, usually married ones.”

“And this is a popular thing?”

“It’s more popular than most people
think.”

“It’s so strange,” her voice trailed off as
Crystal took her by the arm and down toward the next room.

“Not as strange as some rooms in here.”

“You’re kidding, right?” Crystal didn’t
answer her and Alice was feeling noticeably uncomfortable; she was
a woman completely out of her element. Only her recent experiences
with Maurice gave her any frame of reference.

The kitchen was next. This
had some sense of normalcy. Two white men were getting drinks from
the refrigerator and talking to a middle aged woman with an
attractive body. One of the men waved as the two of them passed
without pausing. Alice waved back out of habit and smiled
courteously as they turned and walked down a dark hallway. On the
opposite side she could see into the dining room where a man with
jet black skin was lying on his back on the table. A white woman
was straddled over him riding his thick pole and moaning loudly.
The redhead watched for the brief seconds she could before turning
around and walking forwards again.

Walking down the unlit hall
they came to a large family room where three white women were all
on their knees in front of three black men. Two of them were not
terribly attractive, with rough faces and built very heavy set. The
third man was coffee colored and sexy with a nice ass from what she
could see from the side. The trio of men all had one thing in
common though – beautiful cocks that stuck out from their bodies
like extra limbs. Each woman was doing their best to orally
pleasure the men towering over them; each one of them struggled to
get more than the heads of their cocks past their lips.

Three white men were sitting there as well.
Each one of them was tied to a different chair by a variety of
methods: ropes, hand cuffs, bungee cords, and even tape! Alice
could tell how they were reacting to the display in front of them
because they all had their pants pulled down around their ankles
and their dicks stood straight up at attention. The redhead
couldn’t help but compare the men who were tied to their chairs to
the men who were getting blow jobs from the women. What was the
strangest aspect of this room was that the men in the chairs wore
bizarre masks over their faces as if they were trying to hide their
identity. All three concealed faces turned in the direction of the
doorway as Alice took a step out of the dark hallway and into the
light of the room. One of the white men – the one taped to the
chair - tied up struggled against his restraints as Crystal gently
pulled the divorcee back into the blackness.

“We aren’t supposed to go into the rooms
unless you decide you are going to participate,” her guide
explained.

“Oh, I didn’t know.”

“It’s okay. You didn’t know.” Crystal gave a
small wave of her pinky at the men sitting down and smiled before
escorting Alice up the steps and onto the second floor.

The bedroom door at the top
of the stairs was opened half way and the scene taking place before
them was like something out of a fantasy. A thirty-something woman
was being fucked doggie style from behind by a lanky black man
while a heavier black man was busy pulling her hair and shoving his
cock into her mouth. Her right hand held her body up while her left
hand pumped along the thick black shaft. A large diamond ring was
clearly visible on her ring finger, a ring that was placed there by
the only white man in the room.

He was balding and pudgy
around the middle, probably the same age or a bit older than the
woman being satisfied. He held a camera out and filmed his wife as
she sandwiched herself between those dark men, occasionally
encouraging her to do more and say how much she liked it. Here the
music was not as distracting and the conversation was easily
understood from the doorway.

“Come on Brenda, look at the camera and tell
me how you are feeling?”

“OOOH! CUMMING! FUCK! FUCK! FUCK!!” was all
she managed as she pulled her mouth from the black dick in front of
her and arched her back.

Crystal stood behind Alice,
holding her shoulders and making sure she stayed there, standing in
the doorway, watching the interracial act. “This couple is married
too, you might have guessed.”

“Why would he let his wife
do that?” Alice wondered, speaking as softly as she
could.

“Because he wants her to be pleased, but he
also knows he can’t do it himself. She could cheat on him, but she
wants to be honest. She is also fulfilling his fantasy of being a
cuckold.”

“What is that? A cuckold?”

“It is a man whose wife is
unfaithful, but he knows it and deals with it. Sometimes, like
here, he encourages it. He likes feeling small and inadequate. He
likes seeing his wife fuck a big black man. He wants her to be a
sexual animal. He gives her permission and only asks to watch in
return. You like this, don’t you, Alice?”

The middle-aged woman swallowed hard, “It’s
so perverse…”

“Didn’t you and Maurice talk about a fantasy
like this?” Crystal toyed with her, knowing perfectly well that
they did. She even coached Maurice what to say the night
before.

“Yes. Something like this.
Well, exactly like this.”

“What do you think now that you’ve seen it?
Be honest. Tell me.”

“It…” The woman was
screaming again as the men penetrated her simultaneously. The
thinner man was pushing his long black cock into her ass while the
bigger guy pushed his impossibly large chocolate rod into her
pussy. Alice never considered having anal sex but something about
watching her squeezed between those two men made her hot to the
touch. The husband was jacking off with one hand while holding the
camera in the other.

“Rub your tiny penis honey. Rub it while
these black men use me all night long!!” the woman cried out.

Alice cleared her throat
and turned her mouth to Crystal, careful not to let her eyes leave
the action. “It makes me wish I could do that to John. Make him
watch me do those things. I want to say those things to
him.”

“Come with me,” Crystal spoke lightly. “I’ll
show you the next room.”

That was the hottest room
they had peaked into and Alice didn’t want to leave. She wanted to
watch it till the end. But her son’s girlfriend was insistent and
eventually the two of them walked into a small room with a black
man standing in front of a bed. He was naked from head to toe, dark
ebony skin that was far blacker than the other Negro men she had
seen. Instead of short cropped hair or a shaved head, this man
sported dreadlocks that danced around his skull. He wasn’t muscular
like Maurice but his body was perfect and trim. Perhaps around
thirty or more, the beauty of his presence was highlighted by a
thick cock that looked so heavy that it literally bent slightly
half way up it shaft. He stood there, stroking it, masturbating
slowly.

“What’s the deal with this room?” Alice
whispered to Crystal.

The blonde didn’t stop at the doorway this
time. Instead she dragged the redheaded woman in with her. Turning
to Alice she replied, “This is your room.”

Alice froze at the thought
of what might happen, and took a tiny step back. Crystal held her
hands tightly. “Crystal, I can’t. What about Maurice?”

“Shhh,” she soothed. “Nobody has to know.
This is just for you, Alice. Relax.”

The man’s hands were on her
hips and she felt his cock pressing against her ass through the
fabric of her dress. Alice shook from his touch and felt his hot
breath on her neck. “Oh my!”

Sure that Brian’s mother
wouldn’t bolt, Crystal let go of the woman’s hands and slowly
stepped back and out of the room. Alice looked back at her one last
time before melting into the black man’s embrace and forgetting
everything except her own lust. Crystal didn’t leave though –
instead she chose to stand in the doorway like they had done in
their tour of the house. It was dark in the hallway and Alice would
never be able to see her from the well lit room her body was now
being serviced in.

The fiery red skirt Alice
had chosen was already hiked up as her body was laid down on the
clean sheets of the queen sized bed. Her hand was wrapped around
Francis’ cock, stroking it and moaning as she did. Although she
didn’t even know his name, Crystal knew Francis intimately and was
confident he would keep Alice well distracted. The blonde reached
into her purse and pulled out the camcorder that she had demanded
Brian buy her several months back. Of course he had done so, like
everything else she asked of him. Her new purse, new perfume, new
jewelry; the list went on. Now Crystal was holding that wonderful
gift Brian had gotten her, filming his mother having her legs
spread by a black stranger and moaning through every hour of
it.


Sharing






It had been weeks since she and Carol had
gone to the gym and Alice could have used a good distraction. The
one night at the Mandingo party had left the ex-wife scared of
herself, scared at how fast she could give in to temptation, scared
at how the mere sight of a black man practically made her spread
her legs.

Alice put on her gym shorts
and top and wrapped her hair up tightly so it would fall down in
her face. She opened the garage door and peered across the
cul-de-sac at the Stanwick house just in time to see a dark skinned
man being pulled in the main doorway and Carol shutting the door
abruptly. The whole thing looked strange and the middle aged
redhead half-convinced herself that she had imagined it.
I’ve turned into such a sex-addict that I’m
seeing black men everywhere. Still, I planned to ask Carol to go to
the gym today anyway. I might as well stop over.

She bounced across the court and up the
path. Knocking at the door, Alice waited for a response but got
none. She rang the doorbell. It seemed a long time before the
semi-opaque window showed the outline of brown hair and some white
clothing.

When Carol Stanwick opened the door she was
indeed wearing the familiar white robe. “Hi, Alice. Sorry I didn’t
get to the door sooner. I was getting ready to take a shower.”

“Oh, that’s okay. I was
thinking that we could go to the gym since we haven’t gone together
in weeks. Are you up for going?”

“Oh, I can’t. I’ve got
someone I’ve got to do. I mean, something I have to do.
Something. Not
someone.”

“Well, I wouldn’t want to keep you from your
thing.” The two friends laughed at the faux pas, but Alice was sure
now there was somebody there with her. Alice turned to go and then
looked back, “Carol, are you upset with me? It seems like you
haven’t been very talkative since you came back from your
trip.”

Carol felt her robe opening at the bottom,
exposing the fishnet stockings she wore for Derrick’s fuck-session.
She quickly pulled the robe tightly closed, “Oh, I’m definitely not
mad at you. I promise. We can go to the gym tomorrow. Maybe around
noon?”

“Well, that’s kind of late, but I suppose
that would be fine.”

“Great, Alice. We’ll get back to our routine
and you can tell me about your mystery man.”

“Yes. And you can tell me about your
‘thing’,” she jibed. The door closed and Alice went to the gym, the
whole time wondering if she had really seen a black man at Carol’s
doorstep or if it was her own sexual longings.






*******






Up, down, up, down, up, down. A row of stair
masters all pumping at different rates, all mounted by pumping
thighs of housewives doing their best to keep the fat off and their
images up. Carol and Alice sat together on one of the circuit
trainers, having just ‘stepped’ their way into the Himalayas for
the past thirty minutes. The two of them danced around the topic
they both wanted to broach before Carol finally said something.

“Alice, let’s talk about what you saw
yesterday.”

The redhead wiped her neck off with her
sweat towel and looked over, “Okay. Let’s talk. I saw a black man
go into your house and then five minutes later you answer the door
in a robe and stockings that you probably wouldn’t sleep in. I’m
guessing Ben doesn’t know?”

“God, no!” the brunette burst out. “He’d
kill me. And I’d prefer to keep him from knowing…”

“Don’t worry, I won’t say anything.”

“Thanks.”

Alice moved into the leg flexor and began
doing her reps, “So, how did you meet this guy?”

Carol didn’t answer at first. Alice looked
at her and she finally responded, “It’s… Complicated. I don’t know
if you want to find out either. Let’s just say we have a mutual
friend who is now jealous that we’re together.”

“Oh.”

“So you’re not going to say anything about
his race?”

Alice let out a little
laugh, “No. Not at all. In fact, let me show you the guy who
I’ve been dating.” She
reached into her purse and pulled out her iPhone, pressing the
photo album app button and scrolling her finger across several
pictures until she got to one of Maurice and her at a bed &
breakfast getaway.

“This is your secret boyfriend?” Carol
beamed. “Wow, I didn’t expect that at all.”

“What do you think?”

“I think he’s hot. I mean, really hot.” The
two women spoke more about Maurice than Derrick, but as their tones
became more hushed, their descriptions became more explicit. They
both marveled at how they both became attracted to black men around
the same time.

As the days went on, each
woman had exposed most of her secrets to the other. Alice still
held back on talking about the Mandingo party and Carol never
brought up the fact that she saw Brian’s girlfriend kissing the
dreadlock Negro from her window. She only mentioned watching an
interracial couple. Carol also had no intention of telling her
friend Alice that she had seduced her daughter, Sarah. The
housewife was thankful that the teenage girl hadn’t told her mom
anything – things would certainly get awkward in a hurry. And since
Carol’s daughter Jennifer was spending Spring Break with Sarah, it
was important that everything remain rush-rush.

There were plenty of juicy
details to swap to keep each friend satisfied. Stories of the
boundless pleasures they both had experienced in the arms of their
black lovers were swapped between the white suburbanite mothers,
with one woman riling the other so badly that their younger men
were rewarded threefold upon their next encounter. Derrick and
Maurice had never met, but each charged their MILFs batteries
thoroughly which fed the stories they exchanged which led to the
next wild romp. But with so many secrets and lies woven together,
something was bound to come unraveled. It didn’t help to have
Crystal Pemberton pulling at the strings.







Part IX

Twisted
Temptation






Like Mother, Like Daughter






It was a Friday and her busiest night of the
week. The club was packed the tips were rolling in from a bevy of
rich businessmen feeling the effects of Spring in their loins. It
took her some time to get into a zone in order convince herself she
still liked the job. That’s what it took. The money was great and
afforded her many luxuries she wouldn’t normally have, but it
wasn’t enough to get her through the night. Not by a long shot.

So Crystal convinced herself three nights a
week that she loved her job. She stepped out of herself and became
someone else; a fantasy girl that every man wanted to have on the
dance floor. The guys could often tell who was faking it and who
really liked to be there. But stripping was not a career choice,
not for her anyway. It was job you burned out on after a year or
two. It was a job where you pulled a Steve Miller and “take the
money and run.” Despite all the money she brought in, it wasn’t
enough when Crystal needed it the most.

Her cell phone rang and the
twenty four year old saw that it was Brian’s sister Sarah. Why she
would be calling on a Friday night was a mystery and she was
tempted to just let the call go to voice mail. Instead she pressed
TALK and answered.

“Hi! What are you doing?” Crystal had to
practically yell into the phone to overcome the background noise
from the stage area. One of the girls was pole dancing to Kick
Start My Heart and the guitar opening was cutting the air like a
knife.

Sarah responded, “Just wanted to talk. Can
you talk for a second?”

“Well, not for long. I’m… out… right now. Is
everything okay? Where are you?” Crystal still had not told anyone
but Brian what her profession was. She was pretty sure that Sarah
wouldn’t care and it was probably safe to tell Alice now that she
had the dirt on the mother of two. Still, it had become habit to
keep her job concealed.

“I’m just sitting on my bed, ready to kill
Carol Stanwick and my best friend Tiffany. Just call me when you’re
done with whatever you’re doing, okay?”

She was barely paying attention to Sarah
until the name of Ben’s wife was mentioned. Something happened and
Crystal couldn’t let an opportunity, even on a Friday. “Wait! I
want to talk to you. Hold on a sec, okay?”

“Okay.”

She stepped around to the office on knocked
on the door. “Antonio, I need you for a second.”

The manager of the Thigh
High Club was tall and heavy. Not fat, just big. He had been a
bouncer at similar joints back in his youth and had managed to
score this job running the downtown strip joint after the last guy
was arrested on drug possession. He had just gotten done screaming
at the day manager for leaving the bar poorly stocked when his best
Friday night ticket banged on his door.

“Yeah? What ya need?” he asked, standing up
and getting ready to do his rounds.

“I need to take off.”

“Why? For how long?” he asked, pushing past
her in the hallway and heading to the back room to check on the
kegs.

“I don’t know. Probably the night.”

“Oh, come on Crys. It’s Friday fuckin’ night
and the place is jumpin’. What are you trying to do to me?”

“Nothing! I really need to take off though.
It’s important.”

“What’s the excuse? Huh? You can’t tell me
it’s your sister again cuz she’s dead.”

“Oh fuck you, asshole!”
Crystal screamed. “I haven’t bailed on you in over a year and you
want to bring up my sister? You really want to bring all that up
again? She was dying, you stupid prick!”

“Hey,” Antonio spun around
and shoved his thick finger in her face. “I normally can deal with
your moody ass on regular nights cuz I think you do a good job and
you bring in the customers, but don’t freakin’ push me or I’ll fire
your ass. I mean it this time, Crystal.”

“Fire me then. I’m
leaving.” She spun around and walked back to the back room, her
hands shaking and tears in her eyes. Antonio was yelling for her to
get out but it wasn’t like she was planning on staying anyway. Two
of the other girls asked her if she was okay but all she could
manage to do was to put up her hand as if to say ‘I don’t want to
talk’.

She gathered her thoughts
for a few seconds and then pressed the button on her phone to
unmute the call. “Sarah, can you meet me downtown? There is a
little diner on 5th
and Robinson next to the strip club. You know
it?”

“Yeah. Why?” Sarah asked
apprehensively.

“Just meet me there in a
half hour and we’ll hang and talk, okay?”

“Okay. Oh, and don’t tell my brother we’re
talking, okay?”

“Not a problem.”

“Thanks, Crystal.”

Walking into the bathroom
the blonde girl washed the glitter off her face and arms before
going back to the locker and throwing on her jeans. She looked at
her watch as she donned it, noticing that Brian would probably come
by the club after class in about an hour. Things could get hairy if
he showed up and found out she had walked out on the job. And
without the money from her job and Brian’s daddy-credit, things
needed to step up in her plan. Crystal was hoping that whatever
Sarah had to say was going to be worth it all – she was not about
to be disappointed.






*******






The two girls sat in the
tiny booth at the late night diner, munching on French fries and
drinking coffee. Sarah dunked a long curling fry into her ketchup
and looked over at her brother’s girlfriend. “Remember that day
when I was telling you I was going to be house-sitting for the
Stanwicks?”

“Yeah,” Crystal replied quietly.

“Well, you know how you said that you never
know what people have under their beds?”

“Yeah….”

“Well, I was trying to get the cat out from
under their bed and guess what I find.”

Crystal knew perfectly well what was there,
but she pretended not to know. If she let on the whole secret would
be out and a year of effort would be ruined. “Uhmm, a body?”

“No!” Sarah giggled, “Not a real one anyway.
I found a big box of porn movies.”

“Oh, I thought you were going to have
something juicy. You already told me that your friend’s dad was a
pervo.”

“No, you don’t understand.
It wasn’t Ben’s; it was Carol’s.”

“Really?”

“Really. And all of the DVDs were
interracial movies. Nothing but black guys and white girls doing
stuff, you know?” She went on to explain how she found the receipt
and the dildo accidentally and how she couldn’t believe Carol liked
that kind of thing.

“I can believe it,” Crystal told her. “Black
guys are totally hot. And in bed? There’s nothing better.” The
secret was out. She waited for Sarah’s reaction which started with
the young woman choking on her fries.

“Are you okay, Sarah?”

The redhead coughed into her napkin, “Yeah,
I’m fine. I just didn’t expect that reaction from you.”

“Why? Did I offend you or something?”

“No! Not at all. I agree
with you. I mean, I was seeing this one black guy and he was
the best. I just didn’t
expect you to say that, seeing that you are dating the whitest boy
on the planet.”

“Don’t sell your brother so short. He does
have his redeeming qualities.”

“Either that or you’re
blind,” Sarah joked and Crystal chuckled with her.

“So tell me about this guy you dated. How
did you meet him?”

Sarah went on and detailed everything: how
she went to the club, how she lied about who she was, how she slept
with Derrick, how Tiffany found out and even about the orgy that
transpired. Toward the end Sarah must have realized she had said
too much and got a panicked look, “You can’t tell my mom or my
brother. Promise?”

“Oh don’t worry, Sarah.
Your secret is safe with me.” So, she’s a
little black cock slut just like her mom,
Crystal thought. That’s just
perfect. John Stanwick’s whole family had
succumbed to every last push and prod the blonde girl had given,
but there was more to be uncovered. “But I don’t understand why you
called? I mean, why are you mad at Carol Stanwick? It’s not like
she did anything to you.”

“Well, what if I told you she stole my
boyfriend?”

“If you told me that, I would be really
interested in finding out more.”


Indecent
Proposals






Brian twisted in the hand
cuffs as Crystal sucked him off, expertly pleasuring his penis with
her tongue while her hand massaged the remainder of his shaft. It
was the second time in two days she had lowered herself to actually
putting her mouth on his little prick, but it was well worth it.
There was a glimmer of hope returning to his eyes that she had all
but killed over the last ten months.

“Wow! That was incredible, baby,” he looked
down at her. “Thanks for my birthday presents.”

“You’re welcome. Anything for the love of my
life,” she forced her smile and slinked up Brian’s pasty body and
kissed him on the mouth. Their tongues swirled and Crystal made
sure she humped his leg seductively. Tickling his chest and
snuggling against him, she nestled against his neck and whispered,
“This feels just perfect, doesn’t it?”

“If I had any sensation left in my hands I’d
agree with you.” Crystal actually burst out laughing at the witty
comment, impressed with her boyfriend’s ability to laugh at his own
circumstance.

“I was thinking, Brian. How would you like
to take things to the next level?”

He looked at her, “You mean, like sex?”

“That and more.”

“What do you mean?”

“I was wondering how you feel about maybe
getting married?”

He looked at her suspiciously, “You’re
screwing with me again, aren’t you?”

“I’m dead serious, Brian. I
want you to marry me.” She had to iterate the proposal eight times
before the now-nineteen year old young man came around to believing
her.

“So, if we were going to do this, would we,
you know, be with each other?”

“I can promise you that I would take your
cherry on our wedding night.”

“And what about all the other guys? I’m not
trying to be a jerk, I promise, but you have been telling me for
months and months that you think I’m too small and now-”

“Brian, don’t dig yourself
into a big fucking hole. I told you I would have sex with you and I
meant it. You’d be my husband, after all. But you would still need
to recognize that I have my own needs. But I promise that all of
your needs would be fulfilled.”

Sarah stroked Brian and
felt his little cock stiffen in her hand as she continued, “Think
about it, sweetie. Watching me fuck another girl right in front of
you, or watching me fuck another man… I know you like that now,
don’t you?”

“Yes…”

“Yeah, I trained you well,
cuck-boy. You know I’ll need a real man to please my wet pussy.
What kind of man do you think can do that for me?”

“A black man,” Brian
groaned. “Only a black man can satisfy a woman.”

“Good boy. As long as you
remember that, every wicked fantasy I will make come true. Every
dirty thought would be a reality for you. Every wanton lustful urge
that crossed that mind of yours I would make happen. But it
wouldn’t just end there. We would do more. Much, much more. You
know the things I’m talking about. Don’t you want
those things, dirty
boy?”

“You know I do,” he closed his eyes and
enjoyed the hand job she provided.

“There are just a few things I need you to
do, first. If you can do them, I’ll make it all happen,
sweetheart.”

Brian listened and
acquiesced to every request his fiancé-mistress made, knowing that
she would own him body and soul. His father would hate him for the
things he was about to do but the man had cut him off anyway. From
his clouded, immature, lust crazed perspective, he owed his dad
nothing and Crystal everything.






*******






Brian and Crystal were
having a late breakfast with Alice at their house in Roxburn
Heights. The news of their engagement was kept secret from his
mother as well, despite him wanting to include her. Crystal
insisted on his silence and ultimately her cuckold caved to her
will. The meal was quaint and short, Brian had to leave meet a
group of classmates for a last minute cram session. They were about
to take the first of their midterm exams just before Spring Break.
The two women both wished him luck and watched him disappear out
the door.

Crystal couldn’t contain herself, “So, tell
me about this whole affair thing with your neighbor!”

Alice had sworn to say
nothing to anyone, but like most people she had a confidante that
she could share the burden of secrecy with and with that the trust
Carol had placed in her was broken in less than a day. Crystal had
talked to her about the new discovery briefly on the phone and the
blonde girl decided to pump her boyfriend’s mother for information
in person.

Of course the whole story
meshed with Sarah’s account of the affair, sans the little tidbit
about Carol’s lesbian seduction. Crystal wondered how things would
go if she found out about Carol licking her daughter’s pussy right
in her own home. Not good she suspected. But as fun as it would be
to let that secret loose, she had to keep focused on who she really
wanted to get at. All of these women, Brian included, were means to
an end. For my sister, she reinforced with herself.

“So you finally told Carol about Maurice
though?”

Alice asked Crystal to
follow her to the bedroom so that she could get changed into her
gym clothes. Six months ago she would have excused herself. Today
there was no point in her hiding anything. The young woman had seen
her at her most intimate moment with the stranger at the Mandingo
party. “Yes, I finally told her. She doesn’t know about the house
party we went to but we talked about Maurice and did some…
comparisons.”

“Speaking of, how is
Maurice?” Crystal asked.

“It’s a little weird,”
confessed Alice. “I told him about me having sex with another
man.”

“Really? How did he take it?”

“That’s the weird part. He
seemed fine with it.”

The blonde woman smiled across the table,
“Isn’t that a good thing?”

“I suppose. It’s just very strange. He first
asked me what his name was and I said I couldn’t tell him. It
wasn’t until I explained about the –whatchacallit?- Mandingo party
that he understood that I really couldn’t tell what his name was
because I had no idea. Once he found out it was another black man
he did something I couldn’t believe.”

“What?”

“He encouraged me to do it again.”

Crystal grinned, “Sounds
like you can have your cake and eat it too, mom.”

Alice smirked at her ‘mom’ comment. Brian’s
girlfriend had taken to calling her that for the last couple of
days and it was amusing to hear. “I suppose. It just seemed… What’s
the word I am looking for? It seemed scripted. Like he knew I was
going to tell him, which is strange since there was no way for him
to know. Does that make any sense?”

Shit! She is starting to
figure things out, Crystal worried
internally. Maurice was slipping, no doubt getting tired of the
charade. You’d think he’d be happy with
getting a nice piece of ass, happy enough to keep up the act
anyway. Pemberton ran her hands through her
hair and pulled it back into a ponytail; a perfect blonde swish
wrapped in a red band. “Maybe he picked up on something else you
said and then just knew how he was going to handle it once you
actually said something?”

“Maybe,” Alice shrugged.

Determined to keep her from mulling over
their conversation, Brian’s girlfriend steered the conversation to
the things she knew would excite Alice. “So, I bet Maurice fucked
you really hard afterwards, didn’t he?”

“How did you know?”

“Because I can tell from
the look on your face, mom, that he hammered you all night long.
You can see it. You have this smile that says, ‘I could care less
what happens because I got my black cock last night.’”

“Crystal!” Alice snapped, laughing but
obviously embarrassed.

“What? It’s not like you
have any secrets from me, mom.”

The doorbell rang and
startled both of them. Alice stood up, “It’s Carol from across the
street. Be right back.”

Mrs. Stanwick walked in and
Alice made the introductions. It was strange for Crystal to finally
meet the wife of the man she hated, the woman she had been
manipulating for months; the woman who she accurately believed had
started an interracial affair right under her husband’s nose and it
was all because of Pemberton’s insidious plan.

The brunette woman had sharp features and a
toned body. The lines in her face were exceptionally concealed in
her face and would easily give some of the dancers Crystal had
worked with at the club a run for their money. Alice excused
herself to go to the bathroom, leaving the two women alone in the
kitchen.

“So, what are you two gossiping about?”
Carol asked her.

“Oh, we were just talking about her lover
Maurice,” Crystal replied, watching the housewife’s expression
carefully for her reaction; it showed surprise and a touch of
concern. The woman was concerned –and rightly so- that Alice had
exposed her affair.

“I- I didn’t know that she was telling her
family yet.”

“Oh, she isn’t. I’m dating her son but Alice
and I keep each other’s secrets. Besides, I was there when she met
her new lover so it’s not like they could hide it from me.”

“So what else did she tell
you?” Carol’s smile was dissolving. She was noticeably disquieted
by the idea of her affair getting out. Crystal didn’t want to
alienate this woman – quite the opposite in fact. She needed Carol
to trust her. It was time to gamble.

“Well Alice doesn’t keep
any secrets from me, but I have to admit that she doesn’t know
about some of my own discretions. Neither does Brian. Listen, I
know you saw me that one night with my black lover out in front of
the house. You saw us kissing and touching from the window. Alice
knows I have been with several black guys, but she doesn’t know
that I cheated on her son and I’d prefer to keep it that way.
Carol, I know we don’t know each other but from what I’ve been told
you seem like the type of woman who can keep a secret; somebody
that understands that we all have moments of weakness. Do you think
you can just keep that information between us?”

Carol Stanwick didn’t know
what to say. She stood there with her mouth open, her brain trying
to catch up with Crystal’s monologue. She had gone from paranoia
over her heated affair to being begged for her silence regarding
the young woman’s secret. Finally clearing her throat, Carol
managed to respond quietly, “Uh, sure. I mean, we’re all human,
right?”

Crystal pretended to be relieved, feigning a
deep sigh followed by a quick hug before she started clearing the
dishes from the table. “Whew! I was hoping you would say something
like that. Thanks, Carol. I really appreciate it.”

“No problem.” She felt Carol’s eyes on her
as she dumped the plates into the sink and began running water over
them. “So, Crystal? Have you –how do I say this politely- stopped
seeing this other guy?”

“Hell no!” the young woman
said, “He’s a black power house that makes my body melt. It’s an
affair solely based on animalistic sex that I have no intention of
stopping. Besides, it’s not like I’m married to Brian, right?”
Crystal looked over her shoulder at the shocked look on Carol’s
face.

The brunette swallowed, “I
suppose not.”

Alice came out of the bathroom just around
that time, dressed for her workout. “So what have you two been
chatting about?”

Nonchalantly the blonde woman answered,
“Black men, what else?”







The Final Seduction






“You want more? Huh? Beg
for it you dirty little slut!”

“Oh fuck me! Fuck me
hard!”

The two young women exchanged their dirty
talk as the bed springs flexed. They were working themselves up
into an unstoppable frenzy of sweat and pussy juices.

There was a crack from a slap on the ass as
the pink rubber dong strapped to the girl on top penetrated the
girl on the bottom. “Take it you dirty little slut! I bet you want
this all the time now, don’t you? DON’T YOU!?”

“YES! I WANT YOU! I NEED YOU!”

She grabbed a handful of
hair and rode the girl from behind as well as any man could do –
and maybe better than most. Panting in her ear she mouthed the
wicked phrases that sent the young woman over the edge. “I’m going
to make you my bitch and you are going to love it! Yeah, you dirty
little lezzie slut! Are you going to be my little queer girl from
now on?”

“Yes!”

“Say it, then. Say you’re
my queer girl! Say it over and over again knowing a man can never
satisfy you like I can! Say it while you cum, bitch!”

“I’M YOUR QUEER GIRL! I’M
YOUR QUEER GIRL!” Sarah couldn’t stifle the scream that was
building up inside of her as the strap-on pumped in and out of her
sopping pussy in rapid thrusts. “FUCK! I’M YOUR LESBIAN FUCKING
WHORE! OOH YES YES YES!”

Another perverse congress,
another incredible orgasm. It was 10pm on a Wednesday night and her
slender body was exhausted from the long day not to mention the
working over it was getting now. “Please! Let me rest – need to
stop! Uhhhh!” The dildo was finally pulled from her soaking wet
slit and the teenager slumped down into the bed.

Crystal crawled back up Sarah’s body,
running her hands over her petite breasts and sliding her fingers
into the freckle-faced girl’s mouth. The teenager sucked on her
fingers eagerly before they French kissed one more time. “Did you
like that, Sarah?”

“You know I did,” she responded with a deep
sigh. “I needed that really bad.”

“Just wait till you have
the real thing again. You’re going to be in heaven.” Crystal
unstrapped the phallus from her hips, switched off the vibrator,
and discarded it to the side. They both collapsed into the bed
where so many other wild escapades had been wrought.

“That seemed pretty real to me. You’re
fucking hot!”

“I know,” she smiled, brushing her blonde
hair away from her face and back onto the pillow.

Sarah was quiet, her arms
wrapped around her own brother’s naked girlfriend and her head
resting on her firm breasts. She could see a tiny little scar
underneath her left tit which confirmed that they were fake.
Whoever had done the breast implants must have been a real
professional though since the scar was thin and well hidden. It was
a week before her twentieth birthday and the redhead was now
feeling dirty as she reflected on her encounters with
Crystal.

It started after Sarah had shared her taboo
tales of lust with Carol and Derrick that she started coming over
more at night. It didn’t seem strange since they had hung out so
many times before, so it didn’t dawn on her that the beautiful
blonde girl would have anything on her mind other than waiting for
Brian to get back from school. Her mom was out with her new mystery
boyfriend and the rest of Sarah’s friends seemed to distance
themselves from her lately. No doubt Tiffany had been talking trash
about her after the sex orgy they had together.

Crystal understood her. She had a knowledge
of men and women and sex and relationships that exuded confidence
and commanded respect. The two of them dipped into her mom’s
extensive wine collection and talked about all the things that her
uptight upper class so-called friends would never tell the truth
about: the excitement of a hot black body pressed up against yours
and the naughtiness that always seemed to accompany it.

It wasn’t surprising when Brian’s girlfriend
began talking about her love of interracial sex and the superior
nature of the black lover. She fully acknowledged that the racial
tension added to the excitement of it all – a feeling Sarah fully
understood. She opened the redhead’s eyes to many truths and the
conversations became detailed and arousing. One night the teenage
girl showed the dildo that Carol Stanwick had given her. Deep
inside Sarah knew what she was doing but she needed to make an
excuse, and so she began to complain about how Carol had planned it
all along just to steal Derrick and how the dildo was a way of
reminding her, a payback for the orgiastic delights that were
perpetrated in her home.

Crystal handled it expertly, “Nice toy.
Although I’ve had bigger.”

“Bigger toys?” Sarah asked
not-so-innocently.

“Bigger cocks,” she corrected. “Although I
have a strap-on that might be bigger than this – a pink vibrating
one. Have you ever played around with a strap-on, Sarah?”

“A couple of times,” she admitted. “It was
Carol’s. It was smaller than this toy but black. She came over here
wearing it when nobody was home and – well things went from
there.”

“You never told me that.”

“I wasn’t going to tell you
any of what she did to me but you have this thing about you that
makes me want to talk. Anyway, I’m still not sure why I let Carol
take advantage of me in the first place.”

Crystal finished up the
wine in the glass and set it on Sarah’s nightstand. “Sarah, don’t
feel guilty about that part of things. It sucks that she had to
steal Derrick away instead of sharing him, but it’s obvious you
like it when somebody takes charge.”

“I guess. I mean Derrick
was so forceful-”

Crystal cut her off and
rolled closer to her, “I’m not just talking about
Derrick. I’m talking
about Carol. You
let her do all those things because you liked having her in
control; seducing you, teaching you, forcing you…”

“Uhmm, I guess,” Sarah
looked at Crystal’s face nervously and recognized the lustful gleam
in her eye.

The blonde slipped on top
of her boyfriend’s sister, straddling her hips and pinning her arms
down. She began grinding her crotch up against the young woman
underneath her. “There’s no guessing about it, Sarah. Look at you,
lying there, as still as a doe. Your skirt hiked up. Your panties
rubbing up against mine. Your little pussy getting all wet. Your
nipples hardening underneath your shirt. I’ve got your hands held
down and you aren’t even struggling. You know what that tells me,
Sarah?”

The redhead shook her head, unable to
speak.

Crystal leaned down and was a mere inch from
Sarah’s lips, “It tells me you are going to be my bitch.”






*******






Sarah was Crystal’s bitch,
just like she predicted. Each time she tried to say no, somehow her
new seductress pulled her into a risqué interlude. Just when she
thought things couldn’t get any kinkier, the soon-to-be twenty year
old found herself in a lesbian affair with her own brother’s
girlfriend. That first time in her bedroom was only the beginning
of their antics.

When the family had gone out for dinner
(family included Crystal at every event these days), the two women
snuck off to the restroom together and they fingered each other to
a quick orgasm. Shortly after, the two returned from ‘powdering
their noses’ to a seemingly oblivious Brian and Alice.

Crystal licked Sarah for almost an hour in
her living room after Brian had gone to school. Had he forgotten a
book and returned to the house he would have found his sister and
his girlfriend locked in a sixty-nine position on the sofa where he
spent hours playing video games. He never did return however, and
the secret continued.

Crystal became bolder, swinging by the house
and picking up Sarah and leaving Brian behind. “You don’t mind if I
take your sister out for the day, do you?”

“Uhhh,” Brian looked at his girlfriend
nervously, “Why would you do that?”

“Wouldn’t you like to know?” she teased him
back, knowing that her answer would torture him all afternoon.

Grabbing Sarah by the hand, she stole her
out of the house and drove off for the afternoon, pampering her
with a mani-pedi and then taking her to the movies. She couldn’t
remember what happened in the film as the two of them hid in the
back, touching and fondling each other to one orgasm after another
in the darkness.

That night at the apartment, Crystal shared
her drawer of toys with Sarah. Rabbits, bullets, vibrators, small
dildos, big dildos, and even the big strap-on were all pulled out.
Sarah couldn’t believe how hot the woman on top of her felt, how
wildly naughty she was.

“How does it feel knowing I fucked you and
never fucked your brother?” Crystal looked right into Sarah’s
widening eyes as she pumped the strap-on dildo between her legs.
“It’s true. We’ve never had sex. Not once. Think about that, Sarah.
I’ve been dating your brother for almost a year and I chose to
please your sweet little pussy instead of him. How does that make
you feel?”

“I don’t know…” Normally
the topic of her brother was enough to turn her off to sex
completely, but this was different. Brian’s girlfriend was on top
of her, between her legs, shoving a thick pink vibrating dildo in
and out of her with each female gyration. Their tits were rubbing
against each other and Sarah had a grip on the blonde’s ass cheeks,
pulling Crystal to her and assisting each thrust. Everything in her
face and voice told Sarah that twenty-four year old was telling the
truth. She had no idea what to think of the confession just made,
but what she did know was an orgasm was coming and it was a big
one.

“I’m going to give you a choice, slutty
Sarah. I’m only going to fuck only one of you. So, who is it going
to be? Should I be a good girlfriend and make your brother happy?
Or should I be a bad girlfriend and make your tight little wet cunt
happy?”

“I’m going to ccuuummm soooon,” Sarah closed
her eyes, trying to push the words out of her brain. Crystal pulled
her hair hard and forced them to gaze at one another.

“Tell me, you little lesbian bitch! Who do
you want me to fuck? Brian or you?”

“Please don’t maaake me say it…”

“Too bad, you dirty little
slut. Your poor brother has been waiting for me for months. Should
I be loyal to him? Should I fuck him? Or should I fuck you? What is
your body saying? What do you want? You want to be my girlfriend,
Sarah? My lesbian slut? TELL ME!”

Sarah was shaking when she
screamed, “Yes! Make it me! Me! ME! MEEE! FUCK ONLY ME! FUCK ME,
CRYSTAL! PLEEEEEASE!”






*******






Crystal gave Sarah a long kiss at the door
before kicking her out into the night. She watched as the redheaded
girl stumbled down the apartment hallway and smiled. She had fucked
Sarah so well that the younger woman admitted that she couldn’t
figure out if she liked men anymore.

“You can still like men,” Crystal smiled,
“Just make sure they are black, that’s all.”

“Haha, very funny,” Sarah responded, her
arms still wrapped around her new lover’s waist.

“I’m serious,” Crystal
growled, pulling on Sarah’s hair and kissing her neck. “You can
fuck any girl you want, but I don’t want you touching anyone other
than a black man. Promise me.”

“I promise,” Sarah moaned.

“And you’re going to make those phone calls
tomorrow?”

“Yes. Anything for you.”

Once Sarah was gone,
Crystal went back to the bedroom and reached behind a kitschy music
box that Brian had bought her months ago and pulled out the video
camera. She had placed it there before Sarah made it into the
bedroom and now was busy checking the recording. Sure enough the
video was perfect and the sound was good too. You could hear every
last word as she and Sarah screamed in perverse pleasure. The
collection of videos was getting bigger, but it was far from
complete. She downloaded the video to the computer, making sure to
clear the memory for the last event. With Spring Break here, it was
almost time for another Mandingo party. The painting was virtually
complete, and this gathering would be the final wicked stroke in
her masterpiece.









Spring Break – Springs Breaking






Ben was initially fine with his wife going
on Saturday night when he found out it was going to be with Alice.
But his suspicions were raised when Carol came down the steps in a
tight skirt and super high heels.

“Where are you going dressed up like that?”
he asked jealously.

“We’re going out for dinner, I told you.
Some upscale place Alice found.”

“I can take you someplace expensive if you
want.”

“That would be nice, honey, especially since
you spent all day golfing while I spent all day cleaning. But
tonight is girl’s night out.”

“Are there going to be men at this
restaurant?”

She gave her husband an eye roll and looked
away, grabbing her purse. “Well, unless it’s a restaurant for
lesbians only, I’m going to say ‘YES’ there are going to be men
there. And why the jealousy all of a sudden?”

“I’m not being jealous,” Ben mumbled. “I’m
just not used to seeing you dressed like that.” In truth he was
getting really jealous. His last night with his wife had been over
two weeks ago and he was starting to wonder if she was seeing
somebody else. She never answered the phone in the mornings these
days. Carol blamed it on the loud noise at the gym but something
was off with his wife and he couldn’t put his finger on it. The
‘warm-up’ sessions had done the trick for a couple months, but
Carol’s porn watching before bedtime took longer and longer and she
seemed more frustrated with his inability to keep up. With
medication not being an option, the nights had changed from Carol
masturbating prior to them having sex to Carol using Ben as her
warm-up and ‘finishing’ in the office watching porn. Sometimes she
would be out there for almost an hour.

The last time they used the
computer in that capacity, Ben had fallen asleep after his wife
jerked him off. Around 1am he woke up to go to the bathroom and
noticed Carol hadn’t come back to bed. He stepped out of the master
bathroom and opened their bedroom door that led out to the hallway.
He saw the glowing light from the computer screen illuminating his
wife as she rubbed her pussy in the chair. Her white robe had
fallen open and her breasts were exposed, the outline of her
hardened nipples easily seen from across the room. She quickly
noticed him and clicked the shut down button before he could see
what she was watching.

“I thought you were coming to bed?” he asked
her.

“And I thought you agreed not to spy on me
while I am on the computer?” she retorted. Carol pulled her robe
shut and stood up from the chair.

“I’m not spying on you!
It’s one o’clock in the morning, Carol. What the hell are you
looking at?”

“Porn, Ben. I’m looking at porn. It
shouldn’t come as a big surprise to you since this was your
idea.”

“Well, maybe you should stop for a little
while.”

“Why?” she shrugged her
shoulders, “It’s only pictures, right?” She pushed past him and
walked into their bedroom. Ben looked at the computer screen as it
went slowly through its shut down mode and eventually went
dark.

From that conversation
forward, their sex life started to spiral downward again. Ben tried
everything he could to check out the computer, but his limited
knowledge left him with unsuccessfully guessing his wife’s password
and walking away frustrated. Carol still managed to satisfy him
occasionally, but she seemed utterly disappointed with each
encounter. The passion was gone and it was obvious she was having
sex with him out of obligation. At one point he even caught her
checking her nails while he was atop her.

Ben was looking forward to
the next business trip and –more importantly- the next woman he
could convince to come back to the hotel with him. With cheating
back on his mind, Ben couldn’t help but wonder if his wife was up
to the same thing. And when she came down the steps in a sexy tight
skirt and low cut blouse, he felt compelled to ask where she was
going.

“Okay fine, you’re not
being jealous,” Carol waved her hand dismissively. “I’ve got to go.
Alice is waiting on me.” She leaned over and gave her husband a
kiss on the cheek before walking toward the front door.

“Hey, honey,” he called to her. “Maybe we
can do something together tonight when you get back?”

“Oh, I don’t know when
we’ll be back, Ben. But Jenny is out with her friends and you have
the whole house to yourself. Why don’t you just warm-up by yourself? I don’t care.”
And then she was gone.






*******



“It was so funny!” Jenny
laughed, spilling her beer all over the carpet while holding her
stomach. She ached from the laughter as she and her three best
friends from High School hung out in Sarah’s living room. It was
Saturday night and she had just driven in the previous day with her
roommate Jillian Waters from college. Jillian lived two hours north
of Roxburn Heights and it was easier for the two of them to share
the long ride. That meant leaving her car back at the sorority
house but she was leaving for Mexico on Monday anyway. She wasn’t
going to need anything but beer and a bikini for four days. Sarah
was looking in the sofa cushions and all over the house, scouring
for something as they all chatted it up.

A lot of her sorority
sisters were going to be at the same resort and Jenny was tempted
blow off her old friends, but now that she was home it was just
like old times. Here she was, the only one who had gone out of
state for school and now everyone was asking her to share her
stories. Angela was even planning on attending the same school in
the fall. Sarah said she wasn’t sure and Tiffany was… Well she
didn’t expect Tiffany to make a decision. Her parents were probably
picking her school for her. That might have explained the somewhat
different mood she was in. Tiff certainly wasn’t the bubbly blonde
that she normally was.

Sarah came from the back of the house
swinging her keys on her finger. “Got ‘em!” she yelled. “Let’s get
the fuck out of here!”

“Finally,” Angela noted with
exasperation.

The four of them ditched the beer bottles
deep in the trash can and scrambled through the front door. Piling
into the car, the four girls bounced around as the music blared so
loud they could barely hear each other. Sarah blew through the
country club stop signs, barely slowing down, and then floored it
as they hit the highway.

About half way into the drive Angela jumped
forward from the backseat, “Hey Jenny, did Sarah tell you about her
new boyfriend?”

“No way!” Jenny turned to
Sarah and slapped her on the shoulder, laughing as she did. “Bitch!
Why didn’t you say anything?”

“Ow!” the redhead yelled, “I didn’t tell you
because he’s NOT MY BOYFRIEND!”

“No, sorry, it’s not her boyfriend. It’s her
fuck-buddy,” Angela corrected.

They all burst into laughter, all but
Tiffany anyway. The blond girl smiled some but then turned and
looked out the window, her expression was as if she wanted to crawl
out of the car. As Jenny was turned around in the front seat she
noticed and reached over and tapped her old friend on the shoulder,
“Hey! Tiff, are you okay?”

“Yeah, I’m fine.”

“Did you meet this new friend of
Sarah’s?”

“Yeah, he’s okay, I guess.”

“Is he hot?”

Tiffany looked uncomfortably back at Jenny,
“Why don’t you ask Sarah what he looks like?”

“I don’t have to tell you,” Sarah grinned,
“You get to meet him tonight.”

Angela and Jenny howled in
approval as Tiffany sank deeper into the back seat. Sarah had
promised that they weren’t going to be seeing Derrick and the other
guys tonight; it was the only reason she agreed to go out with her
again. Now that she found out there was no getting out of going to
the party. I suppose I could call a
cab, she considered. My mom and dad said I can always call a cab and they will
never ask why. Tiffany waited in the
backseat, wondering where they were going and wondering how she was
going to get out of this party without making Jenny mad for
ditching them.






*******






Carol was actually wishing
she could ride in the backseat, but Alice and Maurice were sitting
back there already, their kissing audible even over the dance music
that Crystal played loudly over the car stereo. The whole car
smelled of cinnamon and was strong enough to mask the women’s
combining perfumes and the gentleman’s cologne. They had gone to
dinner at a smoky little hole in the wall in a neighborhood that
Carol had never even driven through. There Alice introduced her to
Maurice finally and she finally got to see this fine specimen of
manliness in person. He really was a good catch; well spoken, well
dressed, and well built. He and Alice sat dangerously close to each
other as Crystal and Carol watched on. The food was merely a
distraction for the housewife who found herself aching for
Derrick’s young black body. By the time they were done, the four of
them had eclipsed the food bill with their bar tab. Maurice dropped
a couple hundred dollar bills on the table with the check and they
all left for what Crystal called her ‘special surprise’.

They drove to a large house up in the
foothills above the city. Glancing out the window Carol could see
all the street lights sprawling across the horizon and realized
that she was in a very rich neighborhood, more so than Roxburn
Heights. These were the really rich, the ones who didn’t have to
pack themselves into suburban neighborhoods and attend property
meetings. These were people with old money.

The Audi sped down past an
open gate and down a narrow driveway, only to come to a long line
of parked cars that they had to nose in behind. A young black
gentleman in a sports coat took notice of them as he spoke on his
cell phone outside and gave Maurice a head nod. Carol noticed that
the cars present were a wide mix – everything from beat up compacts
to luxury SUVs were there. Crystal was enjoying keeping things a
secret and now the housewife’s curiosity was piqued.
What’s going on here? she
wondered.

The four of them walked up the steps of the
mansion and a large black man in a suit opened the door for them.
“Good evening ladies,” he said politely.

“Hey Tony,” Crystal gave
him a one-armed hug and then went up on her tip toes to whisper in
his ear.

“Yeah, inside already, just like you asked,”
he answered back. The large man tried to whisper but his rough
voice traveled anyway.

Carol interrupted, “So can you tell us now
where we are?”

Crystal smiled broadly as she gestured to
the open door, “We’re in paradise.”

Carol looked in and automatically noticed a
unifying characteristic of the men there. She stepped inside, with
Alice and Crystal right behind her.






*******






It didn’t take much convincing at all for
Carol to feel at home at the Mandingo party. A half hour into her
visit she had seen enough to know who she wanted and who wanted
her. Alice and Maurice had wandered off and Crystal had shown the
brunette housewife some of the highlights of the party. One
introduction to a Jamaican fellow named Reggie was enough to have
them vanish into one of the bedrooms and away from the crowd.

Inside the room, Reggie quickly went to work
undressing the fit brunette and driving his tongue and fingers into
her waiting pussy. The skirt Ben seemed so worried about Carol
wearing was discarded on the floor, revealing her tight toned
thighs that contrasted beautifully with Reggie’s dark skinned arms.
He was older than her other lover Derrick and not as in good of
shape, but his extreme blackness reminded her of some of the movies
she had watched and it made her thrill at the newest affair.

The lamp in the corner was light a spot
light on the bed, illuminating every sensual touch and move while
the remainder of the room could barely be seen in the darkness. Who
knew who else was watching them? Who cared? Everyone at this party
knew exactly what was going on and no doubt cherished their privacy
in their own strange way.

Carol was now sixty-nining with Reggie,
squirming on his talented tongue while she tugged on his black
snake of a dick and feeling it grow in her hands. It was long and
beautiful and she devoured it, reveling in being a black cock slut.
She was even happier when the door opened and saw the next man walk
in.

Already nude, the dirty housewife knew he
was black and well hung but that was about it. The way the light
shone she could barely make out his face but it really didn’t
matter. Crystal was behind him, walking the black man in personally
and tugging on his dick as she did.

“I brought you a present, Carol,” Crystal
soothed.

Was that a camera in Crystal’s hand? Did it
matter? There was no turning back now as Carol curled her finger to
summon the new stranger, smiling hungrily as she did.






*******






Alice was nervous as she stared into the
shadows at the masked stranger in the corner. The Mardi Gras mask
was bizarre looking with a set of feathers that popped up and over
the man’s head. A ball gag was tightly wedged into his mouth and it
looked like the elastic straps were pressing deeply into the
corners of his lips. He wore a white T-shirt that said “DON’T
BOTHER MY DICK IS TINY” and had a picture of a girl holding her
fingers closely together. He was naked from his hips to his ankles
where his pants had been pulled down in a disheveled heap around
his shoes. The leather straps were tightly wrapped around his
wrists, waist, and legs, pinning him solidly to the thick wooden
chair. His penis was short and flaccid – about as short as her
ex-husband had been – and thin as well. The stranger’s pubic hair
had been shaved and Alice couldn’t help but contrast his pathetic
pasty white body to her black lover’s. There was a time when she
would have known nothing else, but now… Oh now there was someone to
compare to.

Maurice was behind her, slowly pumping his
super-human cock into her soaked pussy. He was taking his time
tonight, stretching her experience out like his black dick was
stretching her wet hole. For twenty minutes they had been having
sex missionary style and Alice’s entire visual acuity was taken up
by her black stud’s broad chest and beautiful face. His plump lips
had sucked on her ample breasts and caressed her neck while his big
dark hands touched every curve and corner of her body.

She knew somebody was in the room with her
when they began having sex but nervousness prevented Alice from
looking. Like the party she had attended before, the rooms were
left open for you to observe and be observed. This one, however,
had been reserved just for her. Crystal made sure that she and
Maurice had a place to enjoy themselves. But what she was not
expecting was somebody tied up, ready to observe them the entire
time.

Maurice had to talk her down, convince her
it was okay. He told her to focus on him only and to ignore the
stranger who shuffled uncomfortably in his chair. Crystal had
whispered something in the white man’s ear and then left the room
after he settled down. Now all that was left of his disturbing
presence was a stillness as his little cock grew to its undeniably
short maximum. Alice simply stared up at her dark skinned lover and
brought all of her thoughts onto him. Soon enough she was feeling
the familiar pleasure of his touch and the rigid hardening of his
tool against her mound. The stranger had faded in her mind just as
his presence in the room was obscured by shadow. That was until
Maurice began dirty talking to her.

“You think you’ll ever want anyone but a
black man from now on?” he asked her.

“No… Never…” she responded honestly.

“I didn’t think so, Alice. White boys can’t
compare, can they?”

“No…” her response got softer.

“You think that little-dicked white boy
could ever satisfy a woman?”

She smiled embarrassingly and let out a
little chuckle, “Shhh, you’re going to hurt his feelings.”

“Come on,” Maurice whispered, “This is what
he wants to hear. Otherwise he wouldn’t be in this room. Give him
what he wants, Alice. Say the things we talked about before. Tell
him what you already know.”

“Are you sure?” she whispered back, getting
butterflies from the whole experience. Maurice nodded and stepped
up his pace as they fucked missionary. She moaned louder. “Ooh,
fuck me with your big black cock…”

“Yeah, you like that big dick, huh,
bitch?”

“You know I do. I don’t ever want to fuck a
white man again… A black man feels better, he lasts longer, he does
things to my body I can never get from a white man.” She was on the
spot and realized her response wasn’t the best, but Alice was
trying and Maurice rewarded her by pounding her even harder. Her
orgasm was coming soon, she could feel it. Her G-spot was fully
charged and ready, her legs were quivering in anticipation. It was
truly an amazing thing how Maurice could do it to her every
time.

“More! Do me harder, Maurice! You’ve made me
a black cock whore!”

“Ooh, that’s it, bitch. Take my black dick.
Take it! Scream out how much you love it when you cum-”

“OH I LOVE BLACK COCK!” the redheaded mother
of two yelled loudly. “I LOVE BLACK COCK! CUMMING! CUMMING,
MAURICE!!!” It was upon her suddenly and she let it all out.

When the redhead finally
switched to her hands and knees she could see the white man was
fully enjoying the sights and sounds of their session.
I am too, Alice had to
admit. For so many years she had been starved of real passion by
her ex-husband John, and now here was a man just as white, just as
small as he was. Alice knew the man wasn’t John but she wanted him
to be. She wanted to punish him, humiliate him, crush him knowing
that a big Negro was pleasing her in ways he never
would.

“Look at that, Alice,” Maurice instructed.
“Look at that white boy and tell him what he’s good for.”

The middle-aged woman felt more alive and
more energy than ever before. Adrenaline primed her body as she
took on the persona of the fantasy she and Maurice had played out
so many times. “I can’t imagine he’d be worth much of anything,”
she groaned. “I can barely see something between his legs. It looks
like a little boy cock to me! Ooooh, fuck me, Maurice. Fuck me and
show this bad boy how a real man does it.”

Alice felt her Nubian lover increase his
pace and turned her attention back to the unidentified cuckold,
“You see that, you dirty boy? You’re lucky I let you stay in the
same room with a real man. Look at your tiny little penis. Now look
at my lover’s big, black cock. It feels sooo good inside of me.
Every white woman wants what I have, and any white woman would
laugh at your pitiful excuse of a dick… OH!”

Alice had her rant interrupted by another
orgasm coursing through her body. The cuck’s dick was rock hard and
she smiled at how her vulgar talk had actually excited the
stranger. She watched as he struggled to just barely touch his thin
shaft with the tip of one of his fingers; it was decadent knowing
he was being denied pleasure while she enjoyed so much of it.

Maurice took a moment to glance at the
camera in the room before switching positions. Part of him felt
guilty for what he and Crystal were doing to these people and it
took him a moment to remember what his friend had gone through and
the loss she had experienced. Did the ends justify the means?
Maurice was an educated man and that pang of moral doubt vanished
as Alice straddled his body and rode him hard. He wondered how she
would feel if the cuckold’s mask were taken off and even considered
suggesting it just out of curiosity, but Crystal had insisted that
the mask remain in place. Keeping the cuckold ‘without a face’
would objectify him and make it easier for Alice to cut loose.

The plan was certainly working. Maurice had
trained her right and the middle aged woman’s dirty talk was the
envy of a phone sex operator. Maybe he would suggest that as a new
profession for her? She certainly took to the cuckold fantasy like
a duck to water. It was something to think about later.






*******






"So, Carol, do you like your present?"
Crystal asked.

"It's the best present I've ever gotten..."
she moaned, smiling widely as she did.

Crystal steadied the camera in her shaking
hands as she maneuvered around the groping black hands that filled
the room. Carol had become a tiny creamy center of a big black
cookie as she had every orifice filled by the black men whom the
blonde stripper had summoned.

In many respects Crystal had hoped the
housewife would have put up more of a struggle, requiring the black
men to work their domineering magic for which they had been
specifically recruited. In fact one of the men, Alfonso – a dark
skinned Dominican who blended well with the all black crowd – even
commented how he was expecting a less seasoned white woman to gang
bang. Crystal convinced him to stay and encouraged Alfonso to ride
Carol as hard as he could.

Now that she was filming it she was happy
that Carol had come so willingly and shown herself to be a complete
slut. This video was intended for an audience of one, and Crystal
was now convinced that watching the middle-aged woman act like the
wanton whore she was would be more damaging than had she been
forced. It also meant there was no chance of the police getting
involved.

The blonde girl checked the camera – it had
reach the half way mark on its recording capacity and Crystal got
worried that there wouldn’t be enough space left for the second
half of the show. Her concerns were belayed however when her phone
vibrated, indicating a text message had come in.

Turning off the camera, Crystal picked up
her cell and texted back, KEWL. C U AT DOOR.






*******






The four young women climbed out of the car
and walked down the driveway past the long line of vehicles. Sarah
pointed at the red Audi, “That’s my friend Crystal’s car, so that
means she’s definitely here. We’re cool.”

Sarah pulled out her phone and sent a text
message to Crystal. HERE NOW.

The message came back quickly, KEWL. C U AT
DOOR.

“Hurry up, Tiff!” Jenny called back. The
tall blonde girl stood there by the car, unwilling to step
forward.

“I don’t know if I want to go in,” she
whined.

“Sarah’s friends are here; we’re fine!”

Tiffany just wanted to go home, her stomach
flipping around as she remembered the last time she saw Derrick.
She was convinced Sarah Kinsley had set her up again and who knows
what she was intending for Angela and Jenny. If it wasn’t for the
alcohol she had consumed already, Tiffany would have called her mom
already and asked her to pick her up. As it was, however, she
didn’t feel like getting in trouble.

Jenny grabbed her by the arm and tugged on
her, “Come on! You can introduce me to people.”

After the four of them checked in with the
doorman, they were quickly greeted at the door by Crystal who was
wearing a sheer white dress that shimmered and complimented her tan
skin. The gorgeous blonde was friendly to them all but was
particularly nice to Jenny, taking her away from Tiffany’s tight
grip and walking her to the kitchen. “What’s your poison,
Jenny?”

“I’m a beer girl,” she
proudly announced. Back at the sorority house she couldn’t really
keep up with her sisters, but there was no need to tell anyone here
that. Let them think I’m a college
seasoned drinker.

As Crystal took their order and grabbed
drinks for everyone, they walked back to a large living room where
music was playing and a large group of people were dancing. Across
the room a familiar man strode through the crowd and walked
straight up to Tiffany.

“Hey, Tiff, how ya doin’?”

“H-h-hi, Lamar,” she stammered. She couldn’t
bring herself to look at his face at all and found herself staring
downward towards his legs. Her eyes caught a quick glance of his
crotch and she had sudden flashes of memory from the night he
ravaged her body.

“So, who’s your friend here?” Jenny asked,
surprised at the surroundings given that she hadn’t seen more than
two white guys in the whole house. She was even more surprised that
this tall black man knew Tiffany.

“This is Lamar. Lamar this is Jenny.” She
stiffly gestured to each of them and kept her head down.

“Nice to meet you, Lamar. How do you know
Tiffany?”

“You don’t know?” he looked at the brunette
teen and started to chuckle. Draping his arm around the blonde girl
he smiled and answered, “Tiffany and I studied together one night.
Ain’t that right, baby?”

Tiffany was frozen and didn’t say anything.
She looked confused and embarrassed, and maybe a little frightened.
The tall dark man continued, “Yeah, she was in a study group of
ours, Jenny. In fact, your girl Tiffany here was the most dedicated
student we’d ever seen.”

“Wow, that’s cool,” Jenny replied, opening
up a beer bottle that Crystal had just handed her.

“Hey, Tiff, I was just sayin’ to my homeboy
Dom that we been missin’ your help. He’s right over here. Come with
me.”

“But I-” Tiffany was saying something but
Lamar seemed to force her along into the crowd and away from her
friends. Tiffany looked back at Jenny with her mouth agape before
she vanished in the swaying bodies.

Jenny turned to Sarah, “Hey, is Tiffany cool
with that dude?”

Sarah smiled and patted her on the shoulder,
“Oh yeah. They totally hooked up a couple months ago. She is
totally into him.”

“With him?!” the brunette responded in
shock.

Sarah nodded and Jenny raised her eyebrows
as if to say, “Who would have known?” Angela was grabbing a shot
off a tray that one of the only white men they had seen was
carrying. He wasn’t attractive and looked like he was in his
fifties; still he seemed fine wearing a T-Shirt with some strange
symbols on it that Jenny couldn’t quite make out because of the
lighting in the room.

“Hey, let’s go dance,” Crystal suggested,
and the young women worked their way into room, feeling the sticky
hotness of sweaty bodies brushing against them as they did. Little
did Jenny and Sarah know that their own mothers were in the rooms
above the dance floor doing their own moves.






*******






Dawn was still a few hours away but Crystal
couldn’t imagine sleeping. Her confidence was not showing as she
sat impatiently waiting on the sofa for Brian to come out of the
bathroom. There was much from the night that she missed, first and
foremost was getting her own share of pleasure. But she wouldn’t
have changed it for the world. Crystal gripped her purse tightly,
hoping that she would be able to get out of the mansion before the
women she had filmed changed their minds and asked for the
recordings to be deleted.

Her boyfriend finally walked toward her from
around the corner, looking ragged and beaten. There was a cum stain
on his wrinkled pants where he had obviously beaten off and had his
boy juice soak through the fabric.

“Hurry up, Brian,” Crystal nagged.

“I’m coming, I just had to take care of
things before we left,” the nineteen year old man-boy defended.

“If we don’t get out of here now you might
get spotted and that would be very embarrassing for everybody,
don’t you agree?”

“Yeah.”

“Do you have your mask?”

Brian held up the feathered Mardi Gras mask
and gave an embarrassed grimace, “Yeah, it’s right here.”


Part X

Ending in
Ecstasy






Ben’s End






The leather straps held the big man firmly
in place on the oversized chair. Try as he may, Ben could not get
the tiniest bit of movement out of his legs or arms or hips or even
his head. This girl had tied him up so perfectly that there was no
working his way out of his predicament at all. He only hoped she
would let him go instead of robbing him blind and leaving him for
the cleaning ladies to find. He was naked with his legs spread wide
open with the girl manipulating the strange sex toy up and down
along his shaft. It felt damn good, sucking and vibrating at the
same time. It had made him cum already once and his dick was
surprisingly still hard. His chest was hurting a little bit but
that could have been all the excitement of this newest
conquest.

Conquest, heh? he
considered. I'm more like her conquest from the looks of things.
Ben had met some hot girls in the past but this one was the
kinkiest by far. He tried to speak but the gag in his mouth
prevented that too. The married man was at this stranger's disposal
- thankfully she had been rather accommodating so far.

"You like this toy, don't you?" the black
haired girl asked.

Ben nodded as best he could.

"It's a vibrating pussy. It keeps all that
lubrication in, feels almost as good as a real pussy, and that
pulsating can go on for hours without changing the battery." She
stood up from her knees and walked over to her little suitcase.
Reaching in she pulled out a DVD case, opened it, and placed it in
the player that was provided in the room. Grabbing the remote
control, she pressed PLAY and went back to manipulating the
artificial pussy on Ben Stanwick's cock.

"You like watching porn I bet," she
seductively guessed. "Don't you, Ben? You like watching women get
fucked nice and hard? Well, this is a special DVD I made just for
you. Watch the TV screen."

The middle-aged man felt a
little sickly but he tried to ignore it. He was more concerned with
the comment Amanda made about the DVD being made specifically for
his viewing. Surely she meant something
else? The hotel TV screen lit up and
-unlike a commercial DVD- the menu was labeled simply 'Stanwick
girls'. He looked down at the girl who was pleasuring his cock as a
chill went down his spine. This whole thing was a set-up and he
realized it too damn late. The rigidness of his rod still remained
from her motions, however, as the images unfolded before
him.

The first thing Ben saw was the front of his
house being filmed from across the cul-de-sac. A black guy was
walking up to his front door. The camera zoomed in on the front
door as it opened and revealed his wife in her white terry cloth
robe opening the door for the Negro and quickly pulling him
inside.

The room was getting hot.
Amanda had gone and tampered with the thermostat earlier but Ben
paid it no mind. Now he realized she must have turned up the heat.
Ben glanced down at the date stamp on the video and it read FEB
22nd.
Wide eyed he stared down at Amanda who was looking right back in
his eyes while jacking him off.

“Is that a black man in your house, Ben?
That’s strange. Maybe it’s a delivery? Hmmm, let’s find out. Keep
watching.” Amanda pointed at the screen and Ben turned his captive
attention to the screen.

The camera view switched
now and whoever was taking the footage was in his side yard. The
person holding the recorder turned around and closed the redwood
stained wooden gate and then moved to the side window. That window
was pretty high up so whoever was filming had to be tall or holding
the camera over their head. Either way the lens peered through the
window into his living room where Carol knelt before a filthy black
man giving him a blow job. His dark rod stuck out like a tree
branch over his drawn down jeans and boxer shorts. He watched in
disgust, glancing at the girl between his legs, painfully aware
that the only reason he was being forced to watch this video of his
wife’s affair was because he had been looking to get laid. The act
of infidelity moved off camera as the two of them moved out of the
living room and up the steps.

“Oh, I guess it’s a different kind of
delivery, huh Ben?” the black haired girl teased. “A holiday
sausage, perhaps? But don’t worry. Every woman is tempted every now
and then. I’m sure it was a one time thing… Oh! Maybe not!”
Amanda’s mocking tone brought his attention back to the TV.

The date changed to FEB
24th and
the film vantage was back across the street – based on the angle he
figured it could only be the Kinsley house. It was snowing and the
same black guy was walking around the corner toward his house. Once
again he watched as the camera shot zoomed in on his wife answering
the door and letting in the stranger, the beginning of their
embrace caught on film just as the door closed.

MAR
1st.

MAR
2nd.

MAR
5th.

The dates went on and on. Each scene
chronicling his wife’s affair with some dirty nigger that dared set
foot in his house.

“Wow, Ben. Your cock is so hard right now,”
Amanda noted. “Are you excited watching your wife having an
affair?”

He yelled into the ball gag and shook his
head. This bitch was stroking his dick with the sex toy and keeping
him hard on purpose, but to what end Ben Stanwick could not guess.
He also didn’t understand why he wasn’t getting soft. He was sure
this was not sexually exciting; he attributed it to the incredible
feeling of the rubber vagina vibrating around his dick.

The screen shifted abruptly to his wife's
face in the thralls of pleasure. "Fuck me! Fuck me! Yes! Yes!
Yessss!" she shouted, her eyes rolling up into the back of her
skull.

As the camera panned back
Ben saw that the man on top of her was another nigger. It wasn't
even something up for debate; the black skin was sliding against
his wife's, his dirty lips sucking on her tits, his filthy body
right between her toned legs as she squeezed his body like a boa.
And yet another nigger was kneeling right beside Carol and her left
hand was stroking his monstrous cock. Once she had calmed from the
orgasm she was enjoying, she leaned over and put her mouth on his
disgusting manhood while the first jungle bunny continued to fuck
his wife. My fucking slut of a
wife! he cursed internally.

"Wow, Ben. Look at your wife! Did you know
that your wife had an affair with two big, black men at the same
time? I bet you didn't know that she liked those types of men, did
you?" Amanda, if that was even her name, increased the pace of the
hand job, pumping the rubber vagina and countering the sobering
effects of helplessly watching his wife fucking two black men.

The damnable pulsations were actually
increasing and he was worried that he might cum again. Looking at
Amanda he struggled in the restraints, shaking about and thrashing
within the pathetically small limits of movement afforded to him.
He pushed on the ball gag with his tongue, trying to force it out
so he could yell louder and hopefully alert somebody to his
captivity. He had no idea who this girl was but he wanted to kill
her... Almost as much as he wanted to kill his wife.

The scene continued as Carol got on her
hands and knees, straddling one Negro while the second one climbed
behind her and started playing with her ass. His dark hands gripped
a bottle of clear liquid that he dripped between her cheeks.
Rubbing his foot long cock on her apple shaped ass and slicking it
up as he did, Ben's wife was distracted by the camera holder as she
spoke. Amanda's voice echoed from the television, incriminating her
as the camera person for at least this part of the recording, "So,
Carol, do you like your present?"

"It's the best present I've ever gotten..."
she moaned, smiling widely as she did. She finally realized what
was going on behind her and looked back at her own toned buttocks
as the darker Negro slipped his finger into her ass. "Oooh! Wait!
I'm not ready- Oh! Fuck! What are you doing..?"

He spanked her ass, "Doncha worry about it,
slut. Jus' enjoy the ride. I know I'm gonna!"

The black guy underneath his wife gripped
her in his big arms around her back and pistoned into her from
underneath. Carol began panting like a bitch in heat, held fast by
the nigger the she chose to ride. The camera holder (obviously
Amanda by this point) moved into position and zoomed in on his wife
getting her ass fingered while the black guy jerked off. Soon
enough, he slid his behemoth man stick up against her wiggling
lubricated asshole and worked the bulbous head past her sphincter
and inside.

"No! WAIT! NO! OOH FUCK! TOO BIG! OH GAWD
NO! UH! UH! UH!" Carol was screaming in the video and Ben couldn't
tell if she loved it or hated it. Perhaps both? All he did know for
sure is that his wife was getting her pussy and ass filled up by
two black strangers in an unknown bedroom while she knowingly
allowed herself to be filmed.

Ben had been having suspicions that she was
involved with somebody, but never like this; never even this close.
He screamed at his captor through the gag, thoroughly disappointed
in how quiet he sounded. He tried again and again, hoping to tap
some inner strength to break from his bonds and smash this meddling
bitch who tricked him. The worst part of it all, however, was his
cock was harder than ever. Despite watching a room full of foul
niggers fucking his wife on DVD, despite being tied to a hotel
chair, despite his profuse sweating and aching chest, Ben was on
the verge of cumming. Whoever Amanda was, she had planned this out
with great detail and wanted him shooting his load while watching
his own wife get black-fucked. He tried thinking of baseball, he
tried thinking of mutilating the black boys who penetrated his
wife, he tried closing his eyes, but nothing worked. Amanda kept
masturbating him faster, and now the volume was up louder on the TV
to boot.

"Oh that's it, Ben. Keep watching, you dirty
fucking prick." She pulled his leg hair out in a clump to get him
to open his eyes. “Look at your tiny little prick all hard in this
plastic pussy. Compare it to the real men fucking your wife’s cunt
and ass. I bet you Carol never even let you touch her ass in twenty
years, did she?

“Did you notice your wife’s pussy getting
looser? Your little prick barely able to touch her special places?
It’s because she was taking twelve inches of black cock almost
every day you were at work. Think about that, Benny boy. Your
little dick was probably in your wife’s pussy the same night that a
big black dick had filled her up with a gallon of hot white
cum.

Ben couldn’t hold back any
longer. His balls felt like they were going to split open. The
camera was witness to Carol having three orgasms in a row and a
fourth on the way. Damn, she looked
sexy! Never in two decades had he seen his
wife experience such pleasure, even when they were doing their
“warm-up” sessions. It was destroying Ben knowing that two men who
he wouldn’t give a cup of piss for were violating his wife while
she begged for more.

But his excitement was
being forced upon him. Who wouldn’t cum
with this device on his dick, sucking his length, pulsing against
his flesh? This stupid bitch wants me to cum. She’s raping me with
a sex toy while I watch my wife double penetrated by a couple of
fucking niggers! It was there. While the
screen showed Carol’s cunt and ass getting pistoned by two feet of
black dick, Ben’s semen ruptured up like a volcano and there was
nothing he could do about it. The hot goo filled the rubber vagina
and swirled around his length while Amanda kept pumping his
shaft.

“That’s it!” she smiled, “I bet you feel
totally worthless, cumming while you watch your wife fucking
around. Don’t you?”

Ben closed his eyes tightly
again, ashamed of what just happened. I
didn’t enjoy it! She made me watch it! She raped me!
Ben couldn’t get the image of Carol out of his
mind – the only difference between his eyelids being open and shut
was Amanda pulling his leg hair out if he dared avert his vision
from the TV screen.

"You don't want to watch your wife get her
pussy filled up with all that cum? No? You poor baby! I'll tell you
what, I'll skip this part, Ben. Besides, I'd much rather you watch
this next part." Amanda grabbed the remote control and pressed fast
forward. The middle-aged man watched in horror as the time stamp in
the corner went forward another twenty minutes before cutting
off.

Ben’s chest was noticeably
tight now and he felt a pain in his left arm. Had he strained his
shoulder trying to escape? It hurt like hell, but despite the pain
his dick was rock hard and still experiencing the sucking sensation
combined with the vibrations. What the
hell is wrong with me? I never stay hard after cumming twice. Damn,
I can barely stay awake after going more than once. Is it this
machine she has attached to my cock? Is it something else?
Amanda yanked his leg hair once more, pulling out
a clump of his curly follicles as she did.

“Stay with me, Ben. We’re not done yet. Not
even close. You don’t want to miss this next part.” Amanda had
skipped forward to another room and another sexual activity
involving a black man. He couldn't make out who it was at first,
but whoever it was, she was licking another girl’s pussy who had
straddled the girl’s face. Simultaneously her trim legs were spread
wide open while a lighter skinned younger Negro pumped her pink
pussy rhythmically.

“That’s it,” the girl getting licked called
out, “Fuck her! Fuck her hard! Make her love that black cock!” She
turned around to look at the nigger behind her and the camera got a
perfect shot of her face. It was Sarah Kinsley! Ben couldn’t
believe that his friend’s daughter was involved in this, yet there
she was, her red hair swishing about as she did her best to lean
backwards and kiss the black man.

Sweat from his brow dripped painfully into
his eyes and he squinted to keep it from getting worse. Amanda
seemed to notice and commented, “You don’t look so good, Benny boy.
Let me help you out there.” She flicked a knob on the sex toy and
the pulsating effect went to maximum, stimulating his dick even
further. Now on her feet, the girl with the bob hair cut walked
behind the chair and off into the bathroom from the sounds of
things. She returned with a damp, soft wash cloth and wiped his
forehead of the profuse sweat that accumulated there.

He felt her latex gloved hands run through
his hair and yank it hard, “I didn’t tell you to stop watching, did
I? Keep looking at the TV, fucker!”

The camera shot was a close-up of the black
guy who smiled and laughed as he fucked the poor white girl
underneath him. Their threesome switched positions as Sarah got off
the girl who had been on her back the whole time to lay beside her.
The camera finally focused on the brunette’s face, exposing the
unknown girl’s identity as the nigger continued to pump her twenty
year old body

Ben began to scream even louder than before.
He pulled at the restraints and shifted his weight to try to win
his freedom. When he couldn’t escape he squeezed his eyes shut
tight until Amanda pulled back on his hair and forced his eyes
open.

“No, you don’t get to look away, Ben. You
get to watch. Watch it, Ben. Watch your precious daughter gets her
pussy filled up by a black man.”

It can’t be! It just
can’t! She’s being forced into this, I just know it. My little
Jenny… Defiling herself with a dirty nigger! Ben couldn’t believe what he was seeing but there it was. And
the deviant sexual act certainly was consensual too. Hell, she was
begging for the black man to fuck her! And that dirty tramp Sarah
was right next to her encouraging it. He swore to beat the hell out
of every single one of them when he got out of that chair, even
though the waves of pleasure coming from the vibrating sex toy
continued to stimulate him contrary to his emotions.

The black man was in on the dirty talk too,
using his ghetto speech to make a bad situation even worse. “You
likin’ dat shit ain’t you, Jenny? You ever have a cock this
big?”

“Never…” Jenny Stanwick answered back
through her panting.

“That cuz you never been with a black man,
girl. Your girl Sarah here is givin you an education, baby.

"I bet yo' daddy wouldn't be happy with you
right now, would he?" the man with the dreadlocks said.

"No! Oohhh! He’d kill me! Fuck! So big..."
Jenny was trying to answer through the hammering her pussy was
taking.

"Yeah I bet daddy don't know that his little
girl is lovin' that chocolate though. You never fucked anything but
a white boy? Girl, we changin' your mind tonight. When we're done
wit you, Jenny, you ain't gonna want nothin but big black
dicks."

"Oh gawd I'm going to cum soon! Mooore,
pleeease!" Her voice was quivering and drool was coming out of her
mouth.

"Beg for it, you little slut! Tell me you
want some nigga cock!" He smacked her ass and repeated his request
several times before she answered.

"I... I want your big black cock!"

She smacked her ass hard this time, "No,
bitch. Say you want some NIGGA cock. Cuz that's what you gettin'.
Jenny you gettin' some big ass nigga dick in you right now. Fuckin
this tight little white pussy, stretchin' you all out..."

To Ben it was obvious she
didn't want to say the ‘N’ word. Her whole life Jenny had grown up
hearing the insult from his own mouth and she had said it many
times in white-only company. But she had also been conditioned to
never say it in 'their' presence. But that conditioning was coming
unraveled along with every social moray she had. Her own youthful
lust had caused her to cave and Ben stared in horror as his
daughter descended into the depths of depravity. "...Oh I need it!
I need it! MORE!" she pleaded as her grip on the sheets
tightened.

"What you want more of? Look into the camera
and beg for it, you dirty little white bitch!"

Jennifer stared right into the camera lens
and screamed out, "I want more of your big nigger cock! Please!
Fuck me! FUCK ME! I LOVE BIG NIGGER COCKS! BIG! BLACK! NIGGER!
COCKS! CUMMMMMINGG!!"

The scene on the TV continued to play;
Jenny’s naked frame was now surrounded by three black men as she
sucked on their monstrous, coffee colored cocks hungrily. Sarah was
holding one of the biggest ones for her, feeding it into his
daughter’s mouth.

“What do you think about black guys now?”
Amanda’s voice came from behind the camera.

Jenny smiled and giggled as she pulled her
mouth off the nigger’s dick, “I think I’m going to have to get to
know the basketball team a lot better when I get back to
school.”

The room filled with laughter as the black
men defiling his daughter gave each other high fives.

The television screen was getting fuzzy, or
was it the room? Ben couldn’t tell what was going on anymore. He
did know that his chest pains were significant; a stabbing
sensation that felt like his heart was going to split in half. Were
those tears in his eyes or sweat dripping from his head? He didn’t
know that either. He did feel like his arm restraints were getting
looser, though. His feet as well. Yes, Amanda was untying Ben,
removing the bonds that held him for so long. The ball gag was
removed now and discarded on the floor. Surprisingly, he mustered
some energy to push up on the arms of the chair and wobbled to his
feet.

“Dirty bitch!” he croaked, “I’m going to-
kill you-”. He could barely see Amanda through the fog in his eyes
when he grabbed for her quickly. Her face went from smugness to
fear as his hand wrapped around her hair and pulled hard. Instead
of dragging her to the floor though, Ben felt himself losing
balance and falling onto the foot of the bed. He couldn’t breathe
at all now.

Gripping his chest he used the last of his
strength to roll over onto his side, hoping to relieve the pressure
on his body to take in as much oxygen as he could. He was having
another heart attack, for sure, but this one felt different. His
stomach was aching, his body sweating, his dick sticking out like a
steel rod had been placed on it. The sex toy had fallen off and was
humming alone on the floor as Ben stared at the black wig in his
clenched hand.

“What’s wrong, Ben? Can’t get up?” the woman
asked mockingly.

“What- did- me?” was all he could
manage.

“Just a little concoction I
dreamed up for you and put in your drinks all afternoon,” she said,
her confidence returning now that the middle aged man was down for
the count. “About five times the recommended dosage of Viagra along
with a big helping of ‘X’, or Ecstasy as you might know it. A
little cocaine too, just in case. Some other drugs that will never
show up on an autopsy. That plus your heart medication probably
doesn’t like any of this at all.”

He dropped the wig and
swung his hand up to wipe his eyes and managed to get a better view
of his seducer (attacker?). Straight blonde hair pinned up on the
top, slightly disheveled from being under the hair piece no
doubt. She looks so familiar, so damn
familiar… The thought bounced around in his
mind. “Who…?”

“You know, I wasn’t going to tell you who I
was. I was just going to let you die knowing your sweet daughter
and faithful wife had become a couple of black cock whores. But I
think I’ve changed my mind. You see, I had to hide my hair because
me and my sister Tina looked so much alike.”

Tina!? Oh dear God, it’s
Tina’s older sister! He had met her once
before at the country club but forgotten all about her. He had
forgotten all about Tina the blonde bimbo to be honest. Once she
was fired he got two phone calls from her asking for a loan and
then she disappeared. Ben had figured that she had come to a
reality check that she wasn’t needed anymore. Apparently she had
blabbed everything to her older sister though. About the affair,
about the ‘induced’ threesome with him and John, and about getting
canned from the club.

Crystal’s identity had finally been
revealed, although Ben couldn’t remember her name to save his life.
Not that remembering it would have saved him anyway. She climbed on
the bed behind him and slinked up behind him, wrapping her
lubricated latex glove around his penis once more. Her other hand
grabbed his hair and yanked back, forcing him to face the TV screen
again. John tried to reach back and swat her away but it was
useless. He couldn’t see the screen very well but he could hear the
now-familiar cries of passion of Jenny as she was gangbanged. Were
they the same men that had violated his wife? Were they different?
Did Carol know what had happened to their daughter?

“Come on now, Ben. You should be very
familiar with drugging people. You slipped a jimmy into my little
sister’s drink when she told you she wasn’t interested in having
sex. You and John Kinsley drugged and raped my sister, you sons of
bitches. Tina was a sweet girl who for some delirious reason
thought she loved you. I tried to explain that you were just a
married piece of shit that didn’t care about her but she believed
you cared about her. And what did you do to my sister? You raped
her and got her fired and dumped her. You probably expected her to
not remember anything, but she did. Rohypnol isn’t some fucking
magic drug that wipes memories, asshole. She remembered everything
you bastards did to her.

“Did you know she was sick? Did you know she
needed that job for her insurance? After she lost her job she
couldn’t pay her medical bills and I had to go strip on the side to
try to keep up. Dancing for pieces of shit just like you. But the
money was never enough. I couldn’t keep up with the meds and the
treatments and the hospital bills…”

Crystal flicked his dick away which stood
straight out as an arrow. He couldn’t see her but he could hear her
crying behind him as he lay there helplessly.

“She died, and you are the reason,” the
blonde girl continued through her weeping. “You and your pervert
friend John Kinsley! I wanted to kill you both, to put a bullet in
your fucking heads, but I knew it would never be enough. I wanted
to destroy you, to rip your fucking families apart. To take them
away from you so you would know what it was like to lose them. And
what better way than to make them love the thing you hate the
most?”

Ben rolled out of bed and fell onto the
floor between the box spring and the plywood television hutch. The
fall barely registered as pain compared to what was happening
inside his chest. He tried calling for help but it came out as a
whimper. Crawling, fingernails digging into the short fabric
carpet, the dying man pulled himself across the floor toward the
desk and the phone that was sitting right next to the TV.

Crystal wiped her eyes of the running
mascara and cleared her throat. Climbing to her feet she walked
over to where Ben was and knelt down. He was staring up at her
panty that shone from underneath her short skirt and between the
two knee high black leather boots.

“You know, Ben,” his tormentor spoke softly.
He could barely hear her over the sounds of Jenny’s orgasmic
screams coming from the television. “It didn’t take much to get
your wife to fuck all those black men. She had already been
watching interracial porn long before I ever got my hands on her.
Hell, she had an affair with two men that I know of before I even
spoke with her. And once your life insurance kicks in, Carol will
be free to fuck as many black men as she wants. Maybe we’ll even
have one of these parties in your house. Oh, you poor baby, think
about that. All those disgusting black men fucking your wife in the
bed where you were barely able to please her…”

He pulled himself another
foot closer to the table and grabbed a hold of the squared wooden
leg. Pulling hard, he struggled lengthen his reach to grab at the
phone. If I can just get it off the
receiver, somebody might come. Anybody.

“…And as for your sweet
daughter, Jennifer? She was even easier. This video was her first
night with a black man. But I can promise it won’t be her last. I’m
going to make sure of it. Maybe I’ll have Carol and Jenny side by
side, mother and daughter, fucking all these ‘jungle bunnies’ as
you like to call them? That will definitely sell some videos for
sure. Your daughter has an amazing career ahead of her for sure.
But that won’t be nearly the end of it, Ben.

“Your little girl is going
to fuck every nigger I can find for her. Her birth control pills? Ha! Those are
going to get replaced with sugar pills. It won’t be long at all,
Benny boy, before your daughter is carrying a black baby. A black
baby and she won’t even know who the father is. And without you
there to say anything, I am sure your slut wife Carol and Sarah and
I can convince her to keep it.”

“No…” was all that managed to come out of
his mouth. Ben’s hand reached up and his fingers just barely
touched the edge of the phone. It toppled over and landed on the
floor next to his face. If he could just press the operator
button-

“It’s time to die, Ben.” There was a
snapping sound as Crystal yanked the line out of the wall. Reaching
into her purse, the blonde murderess pulled out a small vial and
tapped some of the white powder onto her finger. The glove was
covered in a mixture of lubricant and Ben’s cum, and the small
amount of cocaine readily dissolved into the moisture. She wiped
the drug laced goo up in his nostrils and the rest along his lips.
Crystal scrunched up her face as she did, disgusted at having to
put her finger up his nose despite the glove’s protection.

Ben couldn’t do anything but lay there and
watch in horror, staring up at Crystal above him and the television
that continued to play footage of Jenny surrounded by black men.
His breathing was as shallow as it could be. His flesh was pale and
sweaty. His cock still stood at attention.

Ben could barely see anything clearly at
this point but he knew her voice when Jenny spoke from between all
the black flesh that surrounded her. “Who’s going to see this
movie?” she asked, a strangely out-of-place moment of embarrassment
as his daughter must have escaped her sexually induced fog long
enough to have a spark of reason.

It was the last thing Ben Stanwick
heard.






*******






Crystal sobbed quietly as she replaced the
homemade porn disk with a store bought interracial DVD and pressed
play. The black and white flesh mingled together on the screen as
she scattered interracial magazines and DVDs across the bed and on
the floor. She cleaned the plastic vagina out with her gloved
fingers and wiped them on the pages and on the plastic cases and
disks. The process was revolting but necessary. A tap-tap on the
cocaine vial and the white powder was now on the pillow case and on
the night stand. Crystal never touched the stuff but she knew
plenty of men and women who did. It wasn’t hard to score the amount
that she needed and nobody would ever squeal about a buyer.
Besides, police were only interested in dealers.

Putting on a new pair of gloves, Crystal
stepped over the dead body and packed the bondage equipment into
her oversized bag. The old gloves were in her purse along with the
DVD and its case. She then scoured the room for any evidence she
might have left behind: blonde hairs, hairs from the wig, or things
that might have fallen from her purse. She grabbed the glasses from
the table and dumped those in her purse too. With the exception of
the doorknobs they were the only things she touched with her bare
hands.

Adorning the wig once more and fixing her
makeup enough to cover up her crying, Crystal grabbed the wash
cloth and wiped the bathroom handle off and then opened the door.
She stepped out into the hallway and looked both ways. Nobody was
there. She wiped the handle off and stuffed the wash cloth in with
the rest of the evidence.

The elevator was a bad choice. It would take
her past the front counter and whoever might be there. She didn’t
want to be remembered, even with a wig on. Besides, it was later
than she had planned and the lobby might be busier than normal. Ben
had taken almost an hour to croak, and she had to wait to make sure
he didn’t wake up. And so she sat, letting loose angry sobs and
stifled curses as she watched her sister’s rapist breathe his last
and his heart stop working.

Now Crystal’s heart was thumping as she
walked down the hallway and toward the steps. If she remembered
correctly, the steps would terminate by the back exit. Sure enough,
they did. She used her hip to push the panic bar and the door swung
open wide to the clouded light of early evening and the drizzle
that lightly sprayed her. There were two men in a utility pick-up
truck that whistled at her as she walked to the rental car Maurice
had gotten for her. Crystal never looked their way and made a point
to give them the back of her head. She looked like a prostitute,
sneaking out the back door in slick black boots up to her thighs
and the short leather skirt. That was fine with her, though. If
anyone ever asked any questions, there would be no good description
of her or her car.

It was a clean escape. One was most
certainly down, and there was one more to go.


And here’s to you, Mrs.
Pemberton






“Good morning, Mr. Pemberton,” Crystal
cooed, stretching in bed on the silk sheets and sliding her naked
body against Brian’s. She looked at him like a girl might look upon
a trophy she had won after a long fought competition. In many
respects, the redheaded teenager was a symbol of her victory. The
man-boy had been taken in every respect; taken from his father’s
name, taken physically, taken emotionally. She kissed him on the
shoulder and patted his head.

“I’m off to take a shower. Make me some
breakfast, please?” she requested.

Brian was rolled over on his side with his
back to his new bride, his eyes tired and dark. Last night wasn’t a
good night’s rest. In fact, ever since he got back from Las Vegas
he hadn’t slept well at all.

It was over a month ago that he had gotten
his vasectomy. Against the advice of several doctors, they finally
found one that would perform the procedure and render the young man
sterile. It was a permanent job, one that the doctor warned was a
bad idea for somebody whose whole life was ahead of him. Still,
with Crystal sitting side by side with him, Brian insisted on
having it done. There was a snip-snip and he was out in less than
an hour.

Once the swelling went down, Crystal made
sure he went to work jacking his little pecker off as much as
possible. The paperwork warned that there might be sperm left in
his system and it was important to get over a dozen ejaculates
performed before he could be tested. It didn’t take long and the
test came back with a pleasing result - he was as sterile as a
mule.

Then, in the cloak of darkness, Crystal and
Brian eloped. The flight out to Las Vegas was aptly timed and the
two were spared the drama when the police reported the untimely
death of Ben Stanwick. Despite her best efforts it was ruled a
suspicious death, but fortunately the suspect was a non-descript
female with short jet black hair who was caught on the hotel’s
camera system driving off in a Dodge Charger. Of course the married
couple found out all of the details after they returned. While in
Vegas, Brian remained blissfully unaware of his neighbor’s
demise.

Instead, the nineteen year old had other
more personal issues on his mind. The vasectomy was a flawless
medical procedure but it left him with a sickening feeling in his
gut. That feeling grew when he was signing his marriage certificate
paperwork; in it he was relinquishing his family name of Kinsley
and taking Crystal’s name of Pemberton. The female clerk raised an
eyebrow to the matter but she had seen stranger things cross her
desk. Hell, it was Vegas! What mattered this young couple if they
wanted to buck tradition?

For a brief moment Brian was happy during
the ceremony as he got into his rented tuxedo and strolled out into
the Midnight Chapel. Crystal was as beautiful as could be, wearing
a gorgeous wedding dress and a classic veil.

“Do I look pretty?” she asked her groom.

“You look fantastic,” he responded quickly.
“When did you get the dress?”

“I borrowed it from your mother,” she
smiled. “As it turned out it fits perfectly. We have the same bust
size, can you believe it?”

“But I thought we weren’t telling anyone
about us getting married. You told my mom?”

“Not really. I just asked her if I could
borrow it and she said that was fine. Don’t look so worried, Bri.
She was drunk and preoccupied by her new boyfriend at the time, so
she probably doesn’t even remember it.”

“But-”

“Don’t worry about it, sweetheart.”

There the ceremony was witnessed by two
black gentlemen that Crystal had met the previous night at one of
the more exclusive clubs. The sickening feeling came like a tidal
wave when he was told he could kiss the bride and she turned and
gave her new husband her cheek. The tall black guy, Anton, already
had his arm low around her waist as he kissed her hard on the lips.
Brian’s surprised expression was joined by the gaping mouth of the
older gentleman who married the couple and the shocked look on the
next set of newlyweds who were waiting in the back of the chapel.
The bride was covering her mouth, suppressing a snicker. She also
gave Anton an up-n-down look as he passed. The other groom was
shaking his head as Brian trailed his wife and her escorts.

Fuck you, buddy, Brian internalized.
Your fiancé probably wants a black man too.

The shorter black guy (whose name Brian
couldn’t remember) was their impromptu videographer. ‘Shorty’ as he
referred to him later on laughed and slapped Brian on the back,
calling him a “good sport” and an “alright guy” for treating his
new wife so well.

Once in the honeymoon suite, the situation
deteriorated further, with their private moment as husband and wife
witnessed by Anton and Shorty. Crystal never even bothered to
remove his mother’s wedding dress. Instead she hiked it up and
removed her I LOVE BLACK COCK panties, tossing them at Shorty.

Brian lay in an ‘X’ shape on the bed, naked
as the day he was born, his penis half erect as Crystal straddled
his body. “Come on, honey, this is your big night,” she coaxed him,
grinding her pussy lips along his shaft. She tugged his cock to
some extra stiffness and pushed his penis head between her
lips.

“How does that feel, baby? I told you I was
going to take your cherry. This is what you wanted, right?”

“Yeah, I guess.”

“Come on, husband. Make love me. Fuck me. Do
me. Come on, Brian! What’s wrong?” She looked down and watched him
flop out of slit and slap against his leg.

“I- I- I’m just a little nervous with the
other guys here,” he whispered.

“Oh, come on, honey!” she snapped. “They are
just here to capture our special moment. Are you getting all this,
guys?” she asked as she turned and looked over her shoulder.

The other men were chuckling and pointing at
the camera screen, “Yeah we got it. It ain’t much but we got it!”
the laughter was audible.

Crystal turned back to her groom, “You don’t
think they could fuck me nice and hard with you here? I bet they
could. Why can’t you do the same?”

“I don’t know,” Brian mumbled, sitting up in
the king sized bed and pulling himself into a ball. With his hand
over his mouth, Brian couldn’t even look Crystal in the eye when he
acquiesced to what was inevitable, “I guess it’s because I’m not
enough of a man.”

“Oh, honey,” she patted him on the leg. “I
know you aren’t even half a man, but you’re my husband and I wanted
you to have me first on our wedding night. BUT,” Crystal pepped up,
“Now that we got that over with we can have some real fun. Since
you aren’t up for the job there is no sense in leaving our new
friends just sitting around, don’t you think?”

Within minutes Crystal was staring at Brian
as she sucked on one long black dick and then the other. She
slapped them against her face and jacked them off. Brian watched as
his new bride (wearing his mother’s wedding dress to add injury to
insult) opened her pussy to their massive cocks and berated him
constantly while she did. At one point she told Brian to hold the
camera and record her. He picked up the camera from the hotel night
stand and continued the recording of his wife fucking two black
strangers.

The honeymoon lasted four days.






When Brian and Crystal came back, Alice was
the first to tell them about Ben’s death. The police weren’t saying
anything publicly but word had already leaked out to the press that
he had “died from a heart attack stemming from an overdose of drugs
including Viagra and cocaine.” The reports went on to describe the
room scattered with sex toys and pornography. Carol was visibly
upset and filled in the blanks, spilling the beans on the types of
pornography found and how bruises from straps were found all over
his body. Murder was never mentioned. Instead they figured he had
died accidentally in a kinky sex act with a prostitute and they
were now looking for this woman as a ‘person of interest.’

Brian, despite his complete submission to
Crystal, connected the dots. It wasn’t hard given the porn found in
Ben’s hotel room was described as featuring “black men and white
women”. His mind flashed to the searches he had conducted on the
Stanwick personal computer – not just on Carol’s account but Ben’s
as well. He had given Crystal all the information on his
prescription medications, his work schedule, his golf schedule, and
so on. The hotel his body was found in was close to the country
club; a common lodging for extended family and wedding parties to
stay at.

While Crystal was taking a shower, Brian
snooped through her closet and his eyes were caught by the black
wig hanging on the inside of the closet door. He looked down and
saw the tall black boots. The image shown on the news of the woman
walking away from the hotel sprang to mind and panic welled up in
his gut. He closed the closet door and sat quietly on the edge of
the bed.

His new wife returned from the bathroom and
walked into the apartment’s bedroom with a towel wrapped around her
body. She looked at Brian and furrowed her brow, “Husband, what’s
wrong?”

He looked at her wide eyed, “Nothing.
Nothing at all. I’m just sitting here is all.”

“Why haven’t you made breakfast then? What’s
your problem?” She began brushing her hair in the vanity mirror,
glancing at him in the reflection and trying to read his face.

“Okay, I’ll go make breakfast,” he stepped
past her and paused in the doorway. “Crystal, do you remember that
video disk you asked me to help you edit? You know, the ones of
Carol and Jennifer?”

“Yeah?”

“Why did you make that?”

“I have my reasons, dear husband. Don’t you
worry yourself about things like that.”

“But-”

“You know it isn’t a good idea to ask
questions you don’t want the answers to.” His new wife stared at
him squarely with her pale blue unblinking eyes.

“Okay,” he looked at his bride with fear all
over his face, and then turned to go to the kitchen.

Crystal stopped him, “Brian?”

“Yeah?”

“I’m going to ask you to help me make a new
DVD today.”

Brian swallowed hard, “Who’s going to be on
this one?”

She turned back to the mirror and grinned,
“I think you know.”


Meeting John Kinsley






Having access to an assortment of high
quality wigs was a professional perk in the dancing industry. The
girls often switched things up for the patrons, especially if more
than a couple girls called off and they needed a better assortment
of entertainment. How many times had the girls gotten responses
from their lap dance customers about how they were so much hotter
than the “last girl”, when the last girl was actually them? Blondes
becoming brunettes, brunettes becoming redheads – to a drunk guy
who was shoving fives in your g-string it didn’t matter if they
knew or not.

Crystal chose a brunette wig with curly
style hair that went even lower than her own blonde hair did. The
fact that hers was so thin made it possible to easily conceal it
beneath the brown spiraling locks. She slipped into a tight black
cocktail gown and put on her best heels, then grabbed a small
overnight suitcase from the top of the closet. She filled it with
the plastic vagina she had used on Ben Stanwick along with some
newer bondage equipment she picked up from the boutique. These
straps were padded and fuzzy, yet just as strong as the others. No
sense in leaving bruises this time.

Maurice had been by earlier and dropped off
the new drugs she needed. He had been a wonderful friend and
companion for these three years and had done his best to make Tina
comfortable in her final days. He was the shoulder Crystal cried on
and her confidante through all of her plans. As a nurse, Maurice
was able to get the drugs that she requested not to mention the
invaluable information on deadly medicinal interactions. In fact,
it was an innocuous conversation the two of them had in the
hospital cafeteria that had inspired Crystal’s twisted plans that
culminated tonight.

The file in her bag contained Brian’s
vasectomy paperwork and the sperm count testing from the lab. It
also had their marriage license with Pemberton highlighted
as Brian’s new last name. She packed a copy of the DVD she and
Brian worked on all day long and made a last minute check of her
lipstick in the mirror before turning to the bed. “Do you need to
go to the bathroom?” she asked.

Brian shook his head. Had he made a deal
with the devil? Struggling was worthless, having given up getting
away a half hour ago when she handcuffed him to the bed and gagged
him with a pair of her panties. Part of him wanted to cry, wanted
to scream, wanted to turn back time and make it so that he never
met his wife. But things had gone much, much too far to ever turn
back. The part that rebelled against his spouse was dying, leaving
a shell of a man. Even knowing what he had done and all the things
Crystal was about to do, Brian’s eyes kept darting back to the
television screen – the sound of screams and moans kept distracting
him from Crystal and her murdering intent.

“I’M YOUR QUEER GIRL! I’M YOUR QUEER GIRL!”
Sarah’s screams emanated from the television. “FUCK! I’M YOUR
LESBIAN FUCKING WHORE! OOH YES YES YES!”

Crystal walked over and lightly stroked her
husband’s stiffness, making Brian shudder in pleasure and moan into
the gag. “You know, sweet husband. I find it interesting that you
couldn’t even get it up for me on our wedding night but your little
pecker is rock hard watching this DVD we burned today.”

It was shamefully true, yet all Brian could
do was wish she would un-cuff him so he could masturbate. Or at
least stay long enough to finish the hand job she was giving him.
Neither would happen, however, until he returned.

“I’ll have to remember that watching her
makes you so happy, and nothing’s too good for my pathetic
little pervert of a husband. I’ll make sure we make more of these
movies. Many, many more.”

She walked out of the room and finally left
the apartment, leaving Brian stiff and unable to do anything but
watch one scene after another while little bits of cum dribbled out
of the top of his tiny little penis. Some scenes he was all too
familiar with; the ones that came before this in particular since
he was in them.

Crystal must have hidden the camera many
times as she fucked her black lovers in Brian’s presence. The video
they produced was a montage of their personal cuckold scenes. Some
were Brian tied up, others featured him sitting on the bed and
masturbating as Crystal took those dark shafts deep within her.

After his cuckold scenes with Crystal came
the Mandingo party his mother first attended. Crystal made sure
Brian knew every detail as they edited the film, forcing him to
watch it and berating him as he did.

“Why are you forcing me to watch this?” he
pleaded.

“Come on, Brian, just shut the fuck up and
make the edits I asked or I’ll cuff you to the bed. Besides, it
isn’t the first time you’ve seen her take on a black man.”

It was unfortunately true. Brian knew it and
Crystal knew it as well. The third scene showed Brian being
strapped to a chair by two scantily clad brunettes while one of the
black guys at the party filmed his bondage.

“Why are you filming this?” he ignorantly
asked at the time.

“Crystal’s orders,” the man responded. At
the mansion his then-girlfriend told him he had a special prize
awaiting him and Brian was foolish enough to believe the women were
it. They weren’t the most attractive he had seen but his hopes had
been set low. They went lower when they gagged him tightly and
adorned him with the Mardi Gras mask. The camera was then set on
the edge of the nightstand and Brian sat there for a long time.

That evening at the party he couldn’t tell
how long he was alone, but as he sat side-by-side next to his wife
during the editing process he cut out thirty minutes of dead time.
The finished DVD skipped that delay and went straight from Brian
being tied up and masked to capturing his mother Alice walking in
with Maurice. Crystal followed the pair and whispered silently into
his ear. The video camera didn’t capture what she said but Brian
remembered.

“Here’s your special surprise, boyfriend,”
Crystal hissed. “So here is your dilemma. Do you protest and risk
your mother finding out what a wimp dick you are? Or do you remain
silent and watch your own mom get a big black cock shoved up her
cunt? It’s up to you.”

The DVD continued as Crystal then untied the
gag and let it fall to the ground. Brian remembered the paralysis
he felt. He also recalled how his mom seemed so uncomfortable with
somebody watching her private moments, but a few edits here and
there and the DVD he and Crystal put together skipped Alice’s less
active moments and went straight to his mother getting fucked on
all fours and berating him as she orgasmed.

“Your cock is so tiny,” she moaned between
thrusts from Maurice. “You’ll never satisfy a woman with that
thing. Watch and learn what a real man is all about, white boy.”
Alice never knew it was Brian who had been strapped to the chair,
and could never have guessed that she had cuckolded her own son
that night. It was a memory Crystal was fond of bringing up lately,
tormenting him with it as she jacked him off.

Other scenes on the DVD were new to Brian,
however. Crystal had insisted on editing some herself, promising
Brian could watch the completed product later. But later was now,
and this one was shocking to watch: a montage of his sister in
lesbian acts. Sarah licking Crystal’s pussy. Sarah getting fucked
by Crystal’s strap-on in the very bed where Brian lay cuffed and
bound. Sarah swearing she would never fuck a man again and begged
to be Crystal’s lesbian bitch. Sarah throwing him under the bus,
asking Crystal to never fuck him in exchange for being Crystal’s
little “queer girl”. Sarah engaged in a threesome with Crystal and
the girl Penny from the Coach store. Sarah in carefully edited
portions of the Mandingo party where Jennifer and Sarah had their
threesome with Francis; the only thing you could see was Jennifer
and Sarah licking each other’s cunts hungrily.

When Brian and Crystal initially started
making the ‘Stanwick’ DVD, he asked to be excused from the editing
when his sister’s images came across the screen. Nothing surprised
the young man anymore, but he told Crystal that there were certain
things he didn’t want to watch. Surprisingly she let him off the
hook and Brian sat in the living room while Crystal fashioned
movies of his neighbors’ sexual acts. The dirty little secret was
that Brian had already seen much of his sister months ago when she
began house-sitting for the Stanwick’s.






******






Brian had honestly just gone over to the
house to feed the cat, thinking Sarah had gone to school and
shirked her responsibilities. It wasn’t until he was inside that he
heard porn music coming from upstairs that he realized Sarah was in
the house with him. Curiosity got the best of the redheaded boy and
he crept up the steps to find his sister masturbating with a black
dildo and watching the interracial movies.

The discovery was a shock at the time and a
blow to Brian’s already bruised ego. Crystal had been hammering
away at his confidence, slowly cuckolding him, convincing him that
a woman would never want him. Finding his sister fucking a black
dong was too much information to give to his girlfriend and she
would have used it against him incessantly, not to mention dragging
Sarah into his already fucked up world. It was bad enough that he
was responsible in a sense. Had he never listened to Crystal Carol
would never have bought the dildo that his sister was now
stretching her cunt out with. Who knew? Crystal might even say
something, or even encourage Sarah to take things further. Brian
wouldn’t have any of it. He kept it all secret, hoping that his
wicked girlfriend would never find out.






******






For all his efforts Sarah was now as much a
victim of Crystal’s perversity as he and his mother were. Somehow
she had wormed her way into everyone’s bedroom, tapped into some
secret sexual influence, and pushed them all to the point of no
return. This section of the DVD entitled “Kinsley Family” was
nothing but Brian’s big sis in one lesbian act after another.

Of course Sarah had certainly opened her
legs for the black men at the party, as evidenced from the last DVD
they made. But anyone watching this DVD in a vacuum would assume
that Sarah had gone gay.

“I’m a lesbian slut! I’m a lesbian slut!
LICK ME!!” his sister cried out on the homemade movie. She was
wearing a t-shirt that said SORRY BOYS, I EAT PUSSY. Brian almost
felt bad for her save for the fact that she had practically begged
Crystal to never touch his dick. Weeks into their marriage Brian
was learning that his sister had gotten more of his wife’s
attention than he ever would.

Worse than all of that was Crystal was
staring at Brian’s stiffness as he lay cuffed to the bed, watching
his own flesh and blood enjoy her Sapphic delights.

“I’ll have to remember that watching her
makes you so happy,” the blonde smiled, “And nothing’s too
good for my pathetic little pervert of a husband. I’ll make sure we
make more of these movies. Many, many more.” Brian knew that it
wouldn’t be long before Crystal made him watch this DVD regularly,
and he was ashamed to admit he would watch it willingly.

If it hadn’t been for almost a year of
enduring this type of humiliation the nineteen year old cuckold
would have wanted to just end his life there. Being betrayed by his
sister and his wife, being told by his own mother that he had a
worthless little dick that didn’t belong in a woman’s pussy, being
forced to watch his wife fuck two black strangers on his honeymoon…
Such sights would have killed a normal man he figured. But Brian
was strong in his weakness; he had grown comfortable in his
humiliation and knew in his heart that the things he was being
shown were true.

Crystal was out of the apartment now.
Maurice was supposedly coming over at midnight to un-cuff him so he
didn’t piss himself in bed. Not that he could, with the raging hard
on he had for the last forty minutes. For now he was alone and the
DVD was ending with highlights from Brian and Crystal’s honeymoon
night. It started with the first kiss at the Midnight Chapel and
quickly cut to the hotel suite and his inability to get hard for
his wife. Brian’s virginity was lost with a single inch of his
penis entering his wife’s pussy. The video highlighted how puny he
was, how incapable he was. It included Brian babbling like a fool
in the corner while his new bride was double penetrated. “I have a
little white penis… I’ll never satisfy my woman… Fuck my wife for
me…” His words were captured clearly on the video since he was the
one holding the camera.

But ‘Shorty’ had videotaped the worst part
of the evening. Anton had just withdrawn from Brian’s wife, a thick
rope of cum stringing from his bulbous black cock head to her pink
puffy pussy. This stranger had filled Brian’s bride with a load of
man juice that escaped in large drips and globs. Crystal lay there
in the torn wedding dress with her legs open wide and the black
man’s seed dripping from her cunt lips, a wicked smile on her face
as she sighed in satisfaction.

“Brian, come over here and help me out,” his
wife called on the video. “I’m so sore and need your talented
tongue. It’s the only thing you are good for anyway.”

The camera caught the entire humiliating act
starting with Brian’s his refusal and his wife’s demands once
again. Ultimately Anton threatened to beat the crap out of him if
he didn’t do what Crystal wanted and Brian slowly crawled on his
hands and knees, finally nestling himself between her tired
thighs.

“Go on, Brian, this is what I’ve been
training you for.” The video camera zoomed in on the side of his
face, his lips curled up in disgust. Crystal’s eyes were beaming as
she grabbed a hold of the back of his head and forced his face into
her mound.

Brian turned from the television screen, not
wanting to relive the moment again. He wasn’t sure what was worse:
the fact that he had performed an act so contrary to his person
that he couldn’t even watch it, or the fact that he had watched his
own sister and mother in their most intimate moments and never
turned away for a second.

The DVD ended and then kicked back to the
menu screen which simply read “Meet the Kinsley’s” and had a rare
photo of his family in the background. The unsmiling face of his
father next to his reminded Brian of where Crystal had gone. He
started to sob uncontrollably into the panty-gag, wondering what
his father was going to think when he saw the DVD she and Brian
created, terrified at what she was going to do to him
afterwards.

I haven’t made a deal with the devil,
Brian thought to himself, I married the devil. And so he
waited, in part hoping that Maurice came to rescue him soon and in
part not wanting to be discovered in his compromised position.
Brian Pemberton sat in misery until the DVD started playing to
distract him once again.

And again.

And again.



*******






Crystal was almost done. The Kinsley family
was forever changed by her hand and would soon be a shadow of what
it once was. John Kinsley was, in many respects, more responsible
for Tina’s death than Ben was. John was the bastard who raped a
girl he barely knew for kicks, who covered for his friend, who got
her fired, who caused her sister to lose her insurance.

Now Alice Kinsley was openly bringing black
men back to her house, fucking them all night long, and even wanted
to host a Mandingo party of her own. And that was just the
beginning…

Brian was thoroughly destroyed. John did
everything he could to raise the youngster to be a real man; now
Brian was a cuckold who allowed submitted before his wife and
declared himself inferior to every black man there ever was. John
wanted to carry on his family name; now Brian was legally a
Pemberton and the name Kinsley was relegated to a footnote on a
marriage certificate. John wanted his legacy carried forward in his
son; now Brian was sterilized and would never have a child of his
own. Of course, maybe she would let him raise Maurice’s child when
Crystal decided to have kids? Maybe he would wise up one day and
walk out on her? It didn’t matter. He was so fucked up in the head
that he would never have a normal relationship again.

Even Sarah, John’s ‘back-up’ to pushing the
family name ahead would be thoroughly tainted from her father’s
perspective. Every video featured his daughter begging to be a
lesbian. There was little doubt in Crystal’s mind that Sarah would
find herself back in the arms of a man one day, but John would only
see that Crystal had taken her away as well. And in the mean time,
Crystal was enjoying the idea of using Sarah to screw with her
brother’s head some more. The little-dicked pervert obviously
enjoyed watching their one-on-one video, so perhaps it was time for
a live show for her new husband? And who knows? Maybe she’d have
some fun converting her into a pussy licking slut?

She double-checked the medications, going
over the note Maurice had written out, describing each dosage.
Unlike Ben, John had nobody waiting at home for him. Crystal needed
just the right amounts to make the weekend last an eternity.






*******






John Kinsley was enamored by the curly
haired brunette that had taken an interest in him. She was new to
the bar for sure; he had been coming to this pub every Friday night
for the better part of a year and he knew every woman’s face that
walked in. Most hadn’t given him the time of day let alone their
names, but he was trying to do the single scene the best he could.
This young woman Amanda was different though. She seemed genuinely
interested in him and smiled and laughed and flirted. The black
cocktail dress clung to her perfect body in ways that would stir
any man’s loins and her lips were red and luscious.

It was still fresh on his mind that his best
friend had died and under questionable circumstances at that. The
police detective had asked John plenty of questions about Ben’s
love life, old flames, angry ex-girlfriends, and even gambling
debts. The only name he could think of was Tina’s, but he dared not
tell it to the police. The female detective was green for sure, but
that didn’t mean she couldn’t get information out of the blonde
cutie that he and Ben had their way with. If for some reason she
spilled the beans on what they had done, John would be the lone
recipient of a rape charge. Ben was dead leaving nobody who could
lie for him. Yes, dead as a dodo and there was no sense wallowing
in it.

Still, John felt bad about poor Tina. That
dubious night he and Ben were lit, and when the blonde started
getting loopy Ben convinced him that she was up for a good time. In
retrospect he knew something was wrong with the girl but he didn’t
want to admit it. While Ben had cheated on Carol many times this
was John’s first indiscretion; the blondie had a body that wouldn’t
quit and a face that made him jealous of his buddy every time he
saw them together at the country club. But this time Ben was
willing to share her and Tina didn’t complain. She didn’t do much,
in fact, but with Alice being so uptight in bed this was John
Stanwick’s opportunity to let loose and do all the things his wife
never let him do. The two grown men bent the young woman for an
hour, taking turns using her mouth, her pussy, and even her
ass.

After the deed had been done the guilt
welled up in him. His marriage –already on the rocks- quickly fell
apart and he moved away from his family. Alice never had a clue as
to why he really left. If he could have reconciled he would have
but Ben mentioned (before he died) that Alice had been seeing some
new mystery lover and seemed happy. It was back to the single life
for him, and so he ventured out as a man in his forties to this
little bar where he hoped to make a new beginning.

Then he met Amanda. John had her pegged for
mid-twenties and a local, but she told him that she was from out of
town and her fellow convention goers had left her behind at the
hotel. There was no news of a convention in town, but then again he
hadn’t been much of a newspaper reader since the funeral.

“What kind of convention is it?” he asked,
adjusting his sports jacket nervously.

“I don’t want to say. It’s embarrassing,”
‘Amanda’ looked away.

“Come on,” John pushed, “You have me
intrigued.”

She lowered her voice and put up her hand to
mask her lips, as if somebody might read them from across the room.
“It’s a sex toy convention.”

He nudged closer to her on the bar stool,
“Really?”

She took a drink and smirked, “Really.” She
looked down and adjusted her travel suitcase with her heel.

His curiosity piqued, John had to ask. “So
tell me, Amanda, what do you have in the suitcase down there? Are
those samples from your convention?”

Her eyes lit up and she licked her lips,
“John, I was afraid you would never ask…”

###


[image: tmp_e13dc9d95d721e64e5054f957126b219_GiJCSB_html_m41494622.png]






About the
Author

 My pen name is Melissa Dubban and I live in
Dayton, OH with my husband and close female partner. I am the
author of this book and Black
Obsession.

I have enjoyed a limited
amount of time in the Mandingo scene and recommend that you look
into it. It isn’t for everyone, but for the adventurous I believe
you will find new levels of physical pleasure. Of course no amount
of sex can make you happy if you contract HIV or the dozens of
other diseases that are passed around . After a close call I have
insisted all of my male partners wear condoms. It is a small price
to pay for such a big payoff: life.

I was involved in a car accident a few years
ago which left me with some time on my hands to write. Now that I
am healed I find I still have the writer’s bug and anticipate
writing more.

My husband, David, does
most of the artwork, a job he has taken to rather well. He is what
many people in this lifestyle refer to as a willing cuckold; he
understands I have needs that he can’t meet. To find out more about
how we got to this place in our lives, read Black Obsession and be ready for a
wild ride.

Feel free to contact me
at http://melissadubban.blogspot.com
and let me know what you think. What did you enjoy
the most? What did you like the least? What would you like to see
in a new book? Authors are exhibitionists at heart, craving a
response from the readers. You can guess what kind of response I
wanted from the naughty white husbands of the world (and their
not-so-innocent wives).

Have fun and be safe!
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